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PROLOGUE. 

Spoken by Mr. PALMER. 
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A FARMER late (so country records say) 
From the. nepttTnarket homewards tooki]9S:igi5ri^ ^A n nifi 
When as the bleak unshelter'd heath he cross'd, | 7 

Fast bound by wmter in obdurate frost, , / / . 1 

The driving snow*storm smote hijn in hiscpursq^ . . />" 

High blow'd the North, and rag'd in all its force ; : 1 / >, 

Slow-pac'd and full of years, th' unequal strife , , , [ 
Long time he held, and struggled hard for life ; / / 

Vanquished at length, benumb'd in every p^i; ; 
The very life-blood curdling at his l^cart^ 
Torpid he stood, in frozen fetters bound, ! 

Doz'd, reel'd and dropt expiring to the ground. 
Haply his dog, by vsrondrous instinct fraught . . » 

With all the reasoning attributes of thought. 
Saw his sad state, and to his dying breast 
Close cow'ring, his devoted body press'd ; 
Then howl'd amsdn fb|* help, till, passing near. 
Some charitable rustic lent an ear, 
Rais'd him from earth, recalled his fllttiiigbreatl^i 
And snatch'd him from the icy arms of death. 

So when the chilling blast of secret woe j 
Checks the soul's genial current in its flow-^ . 
When de^th-like lethargy arrests the nuod^ 
Till man forgets all feeling for his kind. 
To his cold heart the friendly Muse can give 
Warmth, and a pulse that forces him to live ^ 
By the sweet magic of her scene beguile. 
And l^erid 1ms rigid mitsdes to a smUe, 
Shake his stem brea$C tnth sympathetic fears^ 
And make his frozen eye-lids melt in tears, 
Puijsning still her life-restoring plan. 
Till he perceives and owns himself a man. 

Warm'd with these hopes, this night we make appeal 
To British hearts — for they arc hearts that feel. 
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Scene for the First Act PENRUDDOCK's Cottage 5 for 

the rest, in LONDON. 
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C O M B D Y. 



ACT I. 



(TTie Cottage ofpRi^iiiVDDoCKy/eafeJin a (jfoupe of 
Trees ^ with a For eft Scene if Woodland tieath. 
Wbazex. enterSy in a Travelling Drejs.) 

Wbazel. 

WAS ever gentle traveller, fince the days of 
Robinfon Crufoe, fo put to his (hifts, as I 
Timothy Weazel, Attorney at law ? I have loft my 
guide, my guide has loft himfelf, and my horfe has 
abfconded, with bridle, (addle, and all bis (hoes, 
faveone he left behind him in a flough* I faw a 
fellow fetting fpringes for woodcocks, and (how'd 
him fignals of diftrefs; but the carle ran off at the 
fight of me, and vanifhM like a Jack o'lnntern. 
If I underftood the language of birds, there is not 
one within call to anfwer to a queflion ; the crea- 
tures have got wings, and are too wife to ftay in 
fuch a place. — Hold, hold ! I fee a hut, or a hovel, 
or a Laplander's lodge, behind thefe trees; and 
here comes One hobblmg upon two (hanks and a 
crptch,a proper fample of the foil (be wither^ in. 
-—Holloa ! Dame, do you hear ? Give me a word 
with yo!t2^ if your fenfes can afford it. 

A3 Dam$ 
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Dame Dunckley enters. 

Dame. What would ybu have with me ? What 
is yopr bufinefs here ? 

fVea^d.rY<i\jLtt right, ft .njufl:'bel)ufii»Qrs ; no- 
body would come here for pleafure. 

Dame. No, nor is this aiioufe of call for travellers. 

JVeazeh That I can believe, if you are the repre- 
fentative of it; that is, as I may lay, tuce cJaritis. 

Dame. There's no fuch perfon here, fo you may 
go your ways, before my mailer fends you packing* 

IVeaxel. You have a mafter, have you ? Call 
him out then, and let him dire6t me in my road to 
Koderick Pen ruddock, Efljuire, and Til reward 
bim for his pains. 

Dame. YouMl reward my mafler ! Saucy compa- 
nion! If Roderick Penruddock \% the gentleman 
jroa want, you need not go any further^— there he 
lives. 

fFeazek There you lie, I believe. Penruddock 
in that cottage ! 

Darrie. Why not ? Will you face me out^ who 
have liv'd with him thefe twenty years ? And what 
if it be but a cottage ? Content is every thing ; my 
good mafter is not proud. 

Weazel. Melancholy, I (hou'd think, if a con- 
ftant memorandum of mortality can make him fo. 
— He was crofs'd in love in his younger days. 

Dame. That 1 know nothing of. 

Weazel. I don't fay you was in the fault of it. 

Dame. He is a man of few words, to be fure ; 
tmt then b6* has a world of learning in his head > 
cverbftingly at his books. 
, Weazei. Is he at *em now ? 
^ Dame. Deep, not to be approach'dr 
^ Wedzel. And alone ? 

;' Dame. To be fure : I never diflurb' him in hh 
^ - ' ' bour» 
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hours of fttidy; at every other time he*8 kind and 
gentle as the dew of heaven. 

Weatul. What ann I to do then, who have come 
fome hundred miles upon his bulinefs ? 

Z)^;«^. Ev'n what you pleafe, Sir. Yva fare it is 
no bufinefs of mine, and Til have nothing to do 
with it. [Stefs njidek 

Weaxel. Well, if he will not welcome the good 
news I bring him, he muft be a phiiofopher indeed, 
ril begin my approaches cautioufly, however-— 
the door is faft— 4['ll touch it tenderly.— Within 
there ! Who's at home ? — Silence and famine, I 
(hou'd gucfs, for nothing* ftirs. 

Dame, [^from afide.^ Go on, go on. By the living, 
my fine fpark, I wou'd not be in your place for a 
little. 

Weazel. Not yet ? This will never do. Good 
fortune may be warranted to rap a little louder.— 
What, hoa! Within, I fay 1— Will nobody hear me? 

[Penruddock opens the cafement. 

Penrud. I hear you. What is it you want ? * 

Weazel. With your leave, I want a few worda 
with you. 

Penrud. Send 'em in at the window then, and 
the fewer the better. 

JV^ea%el. I bring you news out of Cornwall; news 
of great confequenqe. 

Penrudi Who are you, and what are you? 

WeazeL Timothy Weazel,of Leftwithiel, attor* 
ney at law, and agent to Sir George Penruddock : 
let me into your houfe. 

Penrud. Keep on the outlifle of it, if you pleafe; 
I'll deal with you in the open air. 

[^Shuts the cafement. 

WfiACEL. 

Here's a furly humor ; here's a pretty freak of 

A 4 Fortune, 
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Fortune, to pile bags of money on the back of air 
afs, who only kicks againft the burthen ; I warranl^ 
if the iky rainM gold, this churl would not hold out 
his difh to catch it ; but we (hall foon fee what ftufF 
his philofophy is made of; good chance if I don't 
fhake his metaphyfics out of him ere long. O ho ! 
I've bolted him, however,— Zooks ! What a hea- 
then philofopher it is. 

Penbuddock appears. 

Penmd. Now, Mr. Attorney, what have you to 
iay, for thus diflurbing my whole family? What 
have I done, or the poor cat, my peaceable com* 
penion, that thus the boifterous knuckles of the law 
fhouM mar our meditations ? 

fVeazel. Truly, Sir, I was compell'd to make 
fome little noife ; your caflle is but fmall — 

Penrud. It's big enough for my ambition. 

Weazel. And palling folitary. 

Penrtid. I wifh you had fufFer*d it to be filent too. 

ff^eazel. In faith, Sir, if I knew how to be heard 
without a found, I would gratify your wifh ; but if 
your filence ifufFers by my news, I hope your hap- 
pinefs will not. 

Penrud. Happinefs ! What's that? I am content, 
I enjoy tranquillity ; Heaven be thank'd, I have 
nothing to do with happinefs. 

JVeazeL There you are beyqnd me. Sir. If an 
bumble fortune and this poor cottage give you coji- 
tent, perhaps great riches and a fpleudid houfe 
wou'd not add to it. 

Penmd. Explain your meaning, friend : I don't 
underftand you. 

Weazel. In plain words, 'then, you are to know, 
that your rich relation. Sir Greorge Pcnruddock, is 
deceased. 

Penrud. 
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.Ptnmd. Dead I 
♦ JVeazeL Defuncft ; gone to his auceftors ; whippM 
away by the fudden ftroke of an apoplexy ; this 
moment here, Hcavpn knows where the next: ^ 
Death will do it when he likes, and how he likes ; J^« 
I need not remind you, Sir, who are fo learned a ^" 
philofopber, how frail the tenure of mortality. 

Penrud. You need not, indeed : If Sir George 
thought as ferioufly of death before it happened, it 
may have been well for htm ; but his thoughts, I 
fear, were otherwife employed. 

IVeazel. I much doubt if he ever thought at 
all ; he was a fine gentleman, and livM freely. 

Penrud^ No wonder then he died fuddenly— 
bot how does this apply to me ? 

JVeazeL No otherwife than as you are the heir 
of every thing he poflefs-d : I have the will in fafc 
keeping about me. 

Penrud. Have patience; this is fomewhat fudden ; 
I am unprepared for fuch an event; 'twas never ia 
my contemplation : I was in no habits with Sir 
George, never courted him, never correfponded 
with him ; the fmall annqity, 'tis true, on which I 
have fubfifted, was charg'd on his eftate, and regu- 
larly paid, but here he never came ; man cou'd not 
be more oppofite to man ; he worfhipp'd Fortune, I 
defpis'd her; I ftudiedcIofdy,hegam'd inceflanlly — 

JVeazeL And won abundantly — if money be 
your paffion, you'll find plenty of it. 

Penrud. What (hou'd 1 do with money ? 

JVeazeL Money indeed ! — why money is— in 
(hort, what is it not ? 

Penrud. Not health methinks, not life — for he 
that had it, died. 

JVeazeL But you that have it, live — and is there 
nothing that can tempt you ? Rccolledl — books- 
money 
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"^ money will buy books ; nay morb, it will buy (kofe 
^ who write them. .>. » 

Penrud. It will fo. 
> WeazeL 'Twill purchafe panegyrics, odes, and 
dedications-— 

Penrud. I can't gainfay it. 

JfeaziL Houfe/ table, equipage, attendants^-^ . 

Penrud. I hav6 all thofe : what clfe ? 

H^eaxel. Ah, Sir, you furely can't . forget tberd 
are fuch things in this world as beauty, love, ints 
liflible woman — [Dame Duncklbt croffes thiftage^ CP 

Penrud. I keep a woman ; (he vifits me every 
day, makes my bed, fweeps my houfe, cooks my 
dinner, and is feventy years of age — ^yct I rcfift her. 

fVeazeL I couM fay fometbing to that, but I soti 
afraid it will offend you. 

Penrud. Say on boldly ; never fear me. 

Weazel. Why truly. Sir, I find you of a very dif- 
ferdnt temper from what I expected : I (faould doubt 
if your philofophy has made you infcnfible ; I am 
fure it has not made you proud. 

Penrud. I am as proud in my nature as any mati 
ought to be, but furely as humble as any man can be. 

fVeazeL Suffer me then to afk you if there is not 
a certain lady living, Arabella Woodville by name, 
whom you once thought irrefiftiblc, and who even 
now perhaps might put your philofophy to a harder 
trial than the old dame of feventy, who does the 
drudgery of your cottage ? 

Penrud. Who told you this ? how came you 
thus to firike upon a name, that twenty years of 
folitude have not efFac'd ? 

IVeazel. Becaufe I wouM prepare you for a talk, 
that with the fortune you inherit mull devolve upon 
you. The interefts of this lady, perhaps even her 
cxiftence, are now in your hands. When I (hall 

deliver 
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deliver tbc deeds bequeathed to you by yourcoirfin, 

I fhall arm you with the means oi extinguMhtng 

liie Wetcbed Woodville at a blow. 

: Penmd. What is it you tetl me ? Have n cjire 

how you reverfc my nature with a word. Wbodi 

JiriUe in my po^tr ! Woodville at my mercy ! tf 

there's a man on earth, that can inf^ire me with 

revenge^ it is that treacherous, bafc, deceitful rivaT. 

i Was in his power, for I lovM him — he betrayM me ; I 

was at his mercy, for I trufted him-. — he deftroyVI me* ,^ ^ p. 

fVeazel. Now then you'll own that money can 
give fomething, for it gives revenge. 

Penttui, Conie on ; my mind is made up td thja 
fortune ; to the extremeft atom Til exad it a!l : the 
miftr's paflion feizes on my heart, and money, 
«^hteh I held as dirt, is ^ow my deity. 

\^Exeunty enter the Cottage;, 

SkCEiis^ changes fo another part of the Forefi^ ,* 
WooD^iLhf^, fo/lowed ij his Servai»t. \ 

JVood. Go, go, begone ! — Why do you foMow 
me? 

Serv. I pray you, Sir, don't dilmifs the chaife id 
this wild place ; let it convey you to the nexk 
town, awd then porfue your journey as j'ou pleafe. 

Wood. Don't talk to me, don't trouble me ; my 
journey's at an end. 

Serv. You have been up ^al! night : your mind 
and body bdlh require fome rc<l. 

H^od, What if they do ! cap you adminifter to 
agonies like mine? How dare you thus intrude ? by 
what auAority have you, my fervant, made yourfelf 
a fpy upon my aiSions ? 

Serv. By no authority, but that of my affeftion 
and good-wiU : you have been kind to me in your 
•profpcrrty, ought I to defert you in adverfity ? In- 
deed, indeed. Sir, I can't leave you here alone. 

fVood. 
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Wood. Foolifh, officious fellow, I perceive yoa 
think I have loft my fcnfes; no, I poflefs thcrii 
clearly : I know both where I am and what I have 
to do— had I defigns againft myfelf, you could not 
hinder them ; but I have none ; 'tis not my own 
life but your's that is in danger, unlefs you inftant^ 
]y depart. Look ! here is your difmiflion — I am 
refolute to be obey'd. (draws a piftol) 

Serv. Take my life ; fire when you pleafe ; Vm 
not afraid of dying. 

Stdenham enters. ^ 

Syden. Woodville, what ails you ? are you mad ? 
do you fight duels with your own fervant ? 

ff^ood. Duels !— 

Syden. You're right : I fee he is not armed. 
What the devil and all his doings pofTefies you to 
point your piftol at a naked man ? If you confider 
him as your equal, give him the fellow to it ; if you 
would puniih him as your fervant, turn him away. 

fVood. But he will not be turn'd away. 

Serv. 'Not whilft it was my duty to ftay by 
you ; now Mr. Sydenham is come, I will intrude 
no longer. [^Exit.J^^ 

Syden. Harry Woodville, are you in your fenfes 
to a6l in this n)anner ? 

IVood. Are you not out of yours, to come thus 
far to afk me fuch a queftion ? 

Syden. Perhaps 1 am, but there's no reafoning 
about friendfhip ; when I fee a fellow, whom I love, 
throw away his happinefs, game away his fortune, 
and then run from the ruin he has made, I have a 
foolifh nature about me, that in fpite of all his 
phrcnzy will run after him ; and tho* he may 
break loofe from all the world befide, damn me if 
he (hall (hake ofFipe, tho' he had twenty pifiols in 
his reach, and I not one in minfe. 

Wood. 
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t WW* Yonr friendfhrp, Mr. Sydenham, is not 
v^anted at this moment, and give me l^ve to fay 
i% J9. u^pwetcome. 

Syden. Very likely ; I care little about the wcl- 
QQBie that you give me, as I am tiot quite Aire you 
are the man I was in fearch of: my friend was a 
gentleman, tho' an unwife one; he would hear 
reafon, though he was unapt to follow it ; above all 
things he was not that frantic defperado, as to turn 
bis piftol either againft hisfervantor himfelf. - 

PFoad. Well, Sir, my piftol is put up — now what 
Ijave you to fay to me ? 

Syderim I don't know if I (hall (ay any thing to 
you ; certainly nothing to footh you. It is not 
becaufe a man has piftols in his pocket, that he is 
formidable, or that I (hould flatter him : every 
fellow, that has not fpirit to face misfortune, may 
be his own aflaffin ; every wretch, who has loft all 
£^lipg3 of humanity, may commit a murder on his 
fellow- creature. 

Wood. Yop are very bitter: what would you 
bave me do ? 

Syden. Return to your afHidled wife. 
IVood. That I can never do ; my home is hor- 
rible, nor am I in polleflion of a home ; Penrud* 
dock's myrmidons are in my houfe; belides, there*^ 
worfe than that, my fon is come to England, Henry 
will be upon me, and to meet his gallant injurM 
prefence would be worfe than death. 
, Sjden. I wi(h you had ref)e<3ed on that horror, 
t/hilft there was time to have prevented it.— If 
fathers, whilft their fons are bleeding in their coun- 
try's battles, will hurl the fatal dice and ftake their 
6>rtunes on the caft, alas for their pofterity ! 

JVood. Why urge that dreadful truth ? You have 
fio fon, you are no gamefter. 
Sydm» No matter^ tho* I never gam'd myfelf, 

my 
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^^ • 

my friends did, and I bayc. loft lhem<:7u%fO liay 
n^e caufe toicurfe bife luck than. I hive ) i . '' 

iVood, Have you now vented all yourfplMti^ afti 
%iU. you leave mc? 

i.&yd^K-l am not fare:' tell me what plan-you aw 
lyppn ; H' by are you.rambling. on this heath ? ' * 
J Wood^ Vi\ tell :youi that at once— ^Sir Georg^fc 
IJenrqddock, ray chief creditor, is^ dead ; be has be* 
ij^c^tb^d bis fortune to his couiia Roderyck of th^it^ 
Dame. This man inhabits a fmall tenement herei 
eloieat hand; a ftrange fequcfter'd creature^ bury- 
ing himfclf amongft his books, difgufted with tW 
world, and probably a perfedl mifanthrope— ^ 

Syditi. I've heard of him ; go on ! 

fVood. This Roderick and I were fchooKfellovimv 
iiudied together at the univeifity, travelTd togc-^ 
tber thro* moft parts of Europe ; and were infepa^ 
yable friends, till by evil chance, we became rivals in! 
love: I.obtained Mrs. Woodville's hand and mar-j 
ried her ; he was excluded, and renounced fociety i 
This man> the bittereft enemy I have, is now the 
mafter of my fiite. 

Syden, Then I conclude thofe piftcJs are for him. 

Wood. I do not quite fay that ; he Khali have a 
fair alternative.- * * 

Sydm. I much doubt if any thin^ can be fairy 
when one party has juft gained a fortune, and tbtf" 
other loft one: however, if ^ybuiiweon itftiou^d b© 
fair, tnke me with you ; whetber you fhake'hakid^ 
or exchange fhota, 1 Will fee jofliccfdonfe^i^bbth 
fides: for I will be bold to aver, there never' yet 
was an affair, in which \ had the* tbonor, to be 
either principal or fecond, where ec^uity was i>ot 01^ 
ilri6lly adnsinifter'd, as if my Lord Chancellor ha<f 
decreed it from the bench. 

Wood. Be it fo then, if fo it rauft be: QoKtm 
vfith me to this newiynenrkh'd cottager, and* it I 

fail 



ftit1r,in*TtBisi)aft(eScM) I exad): from youao boirora- 
We fecrecy and an inirDedtAteifeccflion. [^^xtunt. 

(Scene returhi h the C^tta^e.) 

- ; , iEbnruddoci^ ^7/0/1^. -,, 

^ This property's immenfe.; Woodville's proud 
houfe is mine ; now that falfe friend is puni(h'd ; 
all thoie fccnes of gay. profperity, with which he 
caught the vain weak heart of Arabella, are fud- 
denly reverfed, and juft retaliation, not lefs terri-* 
ble becaufe fo tardy, furprizes him at laft. Fare- 
well, fmy cottage ! fcene of my paft content, I 
thank thee : pofleffing nought but thee, I have not 
envied pulaces ; pofleft of them, I have torfaken 
thee ; fuch is man's fickle nature, in folitude a 
pbilofopher, wife in adverfity, and only patient 
under injuries till opportunity occurs to him of 
revenging them. 

(WooDviLLE afid Sydenham.) O'^P 

Wood. That's he ; the very man. — Sir, let me 
hope I have happily encounter'd you ; I believe I 
am addreffing myfelf to Mr. Penruddock. 

Penrud, I am Penruddock. 

Wood. Perhaps you have loft the recolleiftion of 
my perfon. 

' Penrud. I wifli I had— You have left iome 
traces of it in my memory, Mr. Woodville ; and 
nothing is iDore oppofite to my defires than to re* 
vive them. 

Wood. That this would be my greeting I expell- 
ed : for tho' I ever knew you to -be juft, yet, in our 
earlieft years; I thought I couM difcover dawnings 
of a relentlofs nature. If twenty years of calm re- 
Ae6tion have pailed away without aftuaging your 
delermin'd animoiity, an opportunity is now before 
you of hatching that revenge which you have 
brooded on fo long. 

Penrtid. 



Penrud. Purfue youf owrif refkdidni/ Sir; and' 
interrupt not mine. (Going. L^ , • i » 

Syden. Stop, if you pleaffc^ am no party in this 
conference, but as a common friend . to every 
thing that wears the face of man : '' I can perceive 
you have been wrong'd, in time long paft, by this 
gentleman; fo have I, recenlly and deeply' wrong*d, 
inafmnch as he has abused my friendftiip, by ruin- 
ing himfelf in defiance of my better counfel— 
What then ? he is forry for it, and I forgive him j 
he is in mifery, and I pity him. 

Penrud. Well, Sir, at your remonftrance I wilt 
ftay ; only be pleas'd to let me know for whofeiake 
I fubmit myfelfto Mr. Woodville's converfation ? 

Syden. I am a very idle fellow. Sir; Sydenham^ 
xny name ; one that has thrown away much good 
will upon his friends, without once pradlifing your 
happy art of being i|nmovM by tl\^eir misfortunes. 

Pmrnd. Humph ! — Mr. Woodville will pro- 
cecd. 

Wo<h1. If you, Mr. Pcnruddock, can find no 
motive to forgive the wrongs I did you in the 
matter of my marriage, I (hall fuggeft none, 
neither will I offer at one word in mitigation of 
thofc wrongs ; they were as great as you believe 
tfaem ; greater, perhaps, than you are perfccftly 
apprized of. In the firft glow of your refentment 
you demanded fatisfa&ion ; in juftice, I muft own 
that your appeal was warranted, but I was then a 
happy man, with beauty in my arms, and fortune at 
my feet, and I evaded it. Now if your heat is not 
coord, and you ftill third for revenge, lo ! I am 
ready; I have arms for both, fit to decide our 
quarrel, and an honorable friend competoit to ad- 
juft it. \Produces ftftols. 

Syden. Fairly proposM-— if fuch is your pleafure, 
gentlemen botb^ I am perfectly at your difpofal. 

Penruiff 
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Penrud. Give me the piftol : place your finan 
Inhere you like ; this is my grouod. 

Syden. Stop, Sir,, the forms of honour are not yet 
eompleat. — Mr, Woodville, if I rightly underftood 
you, you have an alternative to propofe : if that 
be ib, (late it. 

Pmrtid. I have little diipofition to bear any 
trifling. 

IVood. Nor I to trifle ; tberefore no more of it ! 
A woman's mediation can be of no avail : how- 
ever, Mr. Sydenham, if I fall, give this to the fur- 
vivor. [Prejknts a pacquef. 

Syden. Hah ! Mrs. Wood vine's band ! — this muft 
not be rejected : an angel's mediation claims re- 
fpedi, and be mufl read it, or make his paflage 
through my body ere he fhall approach you.— 
Woodville, difarm yourfel f (takes his piflol.) 
— Mr. Peofuddock, this pacquet \i addreffed to 
you ; take it ; but firft, if you pleafe, give me 
your weapon, as he has done. — Now I maintain an 
arnried neutrality. [Takes both pj/lols. 

PsNRUODOCK withdraws afide^ opens tht 
pacquet^ perufes it awhile^ and then re* 
tires into his cottage : whilji this is fajf-. 
ingy Std£J9 ham [peaks as follonvs : 
Syden* It flaggers him — he paiifes; yet I per- 
•ceive no change— he flies however, and we keep 
the field. — Do you know the purport of that pa- 
per? 

Wood. I know nothing of its purport but by 
conje<S^ure: 'twas written by Arabella fince (he 
heard of his acceflion to the fortune of Sir George, 
and probally contains a flrong appeal to his feel- 
ings, founded upon paft connexions ; I have reafon 
to believe it chiefly points at my fon, who has fo 
long been a prifoner in France, and now at lafl: 
has got his liberty upon exchange ; but I dare fay 
Hhis churl is Reeled againfl humanity. 

B Syden. 
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Syden. I know not what to think of him ; that 
man's foul has n9 flow ; impenetrable froft locks 
up its current : therefore be prepared. — And now, 
Harry, if you have any thing upon your mind to 
cncharge pic with, avail yourfelf of the moment, 
and impart it to me ; the iffue of thefe rencontres 
is uncertain. 

Wood. Alas ! I have been fo improvident a hu& 
band, that I dare hardly fend my laft farewell to 
my much-injur*d wife ; fo unjuft a father, that I 
have fcarce prefumption to bequeath a blefling to 
my fon. |n temporal affairs I am fo totally un* 
done, and life is now fo perfeflly a blank, that be 
who takes it from me, takes what I am tired of; 
and I folemnly conjurp my family never to flir the 
queftion of my death, nor profecute the author 
of it. 

WsAZ^h/peaks from the Cottage. 

fTeazel. Gentlemen, I am comn\anded by Mr. 
Penruddock to fay that he k very particularly oc- 
cupied, and declines any further explanation on 
the bufinels of your vifit ; you will hear from him 
again. 

fFood. At bis own choice and leifure ; fo in- 
form him. 

Syden. Cone, Wpodville, we have thrown that 
cynic cur a bone, fo let ^im gnaw it, 

{Exeimt^ 
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ACT II. 



SCENE. — A Chamber in Tempest's Hovfi. 

Tempest and Emily.^ « .\ \^ 

^ Tempest. 

GO your ways, vanifh out of my fight, for a 
gracelefs young hufley. — ^You know I love 
you, Emily, you know I do, dear as the eyes in. 
my head, better than the heart in my body, and 
therefore you baffle and bamboozle and make a 
bumpkin of me ; that's what you do : you fee I 
am a damn*d fond forgiving'old fool, and you im- 
pofe upon my good-nature. 

Emily. No very hardtafk,'! fhou'd hope* Only 
call upon you now and then for a few grains of 
charitable patience. 

Temp. Grains of charitable nonfenfe, grains of 
hypocritical impertinence : what bufinefs have you 
to make any calls upon me that you know I can't 
^ anfwcr ? I have no fuch thing ps patience about 
me, no fuch dull mechanical property belonging to 
me J never had, never will have, never wifli to 
have. 

Emily. Well, Sir, let it pafs then ; but you muft 
own it's a little unrcafonable to expe6l that I 
ftou'd abound in that article, of which you my fa- 
ther do not pollefs a fingle atom ? • 

Temp. Not at all unrcafonable, for your mother 
was a miracle of patience ; I am fure I put it very 
fu(Jidently to the trial : Why I took her with no 
(Other view but as we take a diet-drink in the 

B 2 ^pringi 
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fpring, to fweeten the juices. Tempeft, the fon qf 
Lord Hurricane, was never bom to be calm ; 
'Iblood and fire ! I have never been in Anooth wa- 
ter fince firft I was launchM upon the furface of the 
globe. J was a younger fbn, and kicked into the 
world without a ^xpence ; my father gave me no 
education^ taught me nothing, kept me in igno- ' 
ranee, and buffeted me every day for-being a dunce* 

Emily. That was hard indeed, to give fo little 
and demand fo much — but fome fathers are quite 
out of the way of reafon. 

Temp. That's a wipe at me, I fuppofe, but no 
matter — Firft I was turn'd into the army, tl^ere I 
got broken bones and empty pockets ; then I was 
banifhed to the coaft of Africa, to govern the fa« 
vages of Senegambia; there I made a few blunder^ 
in color, by taking whites for blacks and blacks for 
whites ; but before my enemies could get hold of 
me, Death laid bands upon them, and I triumphed 
over their malice by the mortality of the climate. 

Eitfily. Upon my word. Sir, you have been tofs'd 
and tumbled about in thi$ rough world pretty hand* 
fomely. 

Temp. Yes, fo handfbmely, that I wjll take care 
you (han*t be tofs'd and tumbled about, till you 
bave a good pilot on board, and afafe harbour un* 
der your lee, to lay up in for life. 

Eimly. That's as much as to fay I (hall embark 
with Si^ David Daw, and lay up in his fufiy ol4 
caftle on the banks of the Wye, in Monmouthfhire, 
to wit. A precious pilot I (hall have, and a fa- 
mous voyage we ihall make of it ! — Helm a-wea- 
^er ! cries he, and bear away for the coaft of 
Wale&— Helm a-lee ! fay I, and fet all fails for the 
port of London. He is for fteering Weft, I am 
for fleering Eaft; fo between us we run wild out of 
the track, and make a wceck of fhip and cargo in 
the fcuifiie for command. 

Temp. 
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Temp. You talk nonfenfe, Emily, you gabble 
without wit or wifdorrii Sir David Daw is a very 
relpeflable gentleman in his own country; 

Emily. Then be is a very lilly gentledian for 
coming out of it. 

Temp. He has a noble property, a Capital edate. 

Enuly. Thanks to his anceftors I — he'll never 
mend it by difcovery of the longitude. 

Temp. Emily, Emily, do you think I have no 
eyes ? what do you take me for— ^a inole, a bat, a 
beetle, not to fee *herc your perverfe afFeflions 
point ? You are never out of Mrs. Woodville'S 
boufe. 

Emily. Can that be a wonder, when perfecution 
drives me out of your doors, and pity draws me into 
her's ? Here I am baited by theflllieft animal Folly 
ever lent her name to, there I am recreated by the 
gentleft being Heaven ever formed. 

Temp. Come, come, whilft you are talking thus 
of the mother, I know to a certainty it is the foa 
you are thinking of; and positively, Emily, you 
muft banifti Henry Woodville from your thoughts. 

Emiiy. Then I muft lofe the faculty of think* 
ing. * 

Temp. Don't tell me of your faculties, mine will 
never conient to marry you to a ruin'd mau. — S\t 
David is no gamefter — 

Emily, Perhaps not. 

Temp. Nor the Ton of a gameller. 

Emtly. No, nor the fon M any thing, I Ihou'd 
think, that Nature everown'd; for he is fo faf 
from being in the likenefs of a man, that it wou'd 
be libelling a monkey to miftake tbem for each 
other. 

Thnp. Hold your tongue^' I oever fald Sir Da* 
vid was a wit. 

Etnily. No, o' my conlbieoce, a tailor might ai 

well look for cuftotn in the court of Pelev, u you 

B3 for 
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for- wit in .the empty pericranium of my Mcm- 
ipouthfhirc lover. 

^ Temp. And if he had wit, what wouMyoudo 
with it ? Who^ wou'd put a naked , (word in the 
hands ofa child ? I like him the better for his be-, 
ing without it; I have none myfelf ; I had fopner 
mefs with the favages in Africa than be fhut into 
a room with a company of wits. Your downright 
flupid fellow is the repofe of all fociety ; like a foft 
cufhion in an eaiy chair, , he lulls you into gentle, 
numbers, and lays all your cares to r^d. 

Servant annotmees Sir David Daw. * 

Servant., Sir David Daw — ; 

Temp. Now, now, Emily, behave as you fboa'd 

do, or by the living Welcome^ ^r jDavid f 

welcome, my good knight of Monmouth ! 

Sir D. D. Worthy Governor, I am your devoted 
fervant — Sweet paragon of beauty, I am jour hum- 
ble flave. 

Temp. Heyday, my friend, where have you cuird 
thefe flowers of rhetoric ? 

Sir D. D,. Pick'd a fmall pofey from Parnaffus, 
to lay it at the feet of the lovelieft of the Mufes. 

Emily,. Upon my word, Sir David, your periods 
are the very embrios of poetry; a kind of tadpoles,^ 
more than Half frogs, and juft ready to hop. 

Sir D. D. So they can but hop into your good 
graces, I care not. 

. Tempz Right, my gallant heart, thaCs the way to 
treat her— Emily is for ever giggling. 
, Sir D. JQ. She is not fineular in that : go where 
I will, they giggle ; that is rather daunting, you 
inuft tfcinlc. Amongtt our Monmoulhfliire lafies 
wboj3utI?» Not that lam confcious of moro wit 
than my neighbours, but my jokes always tell j they/ 
do fo titter when I am in my naerry vein, and the 
fcrvants grin, and the tenants ro^r, and {^n my/ 
* ^ poor 
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f)oor dear mother taps me on the cheek, and calls 
me her dainty David. — Oh ! we are fo merry in 
the caftle. 

Emily. Aye, to be fure ; thef-e's rooin enough 
for your wit to efcape without running foul ef 
any body's underftanding. 

Sir D. D. Yesy yes> 'tis a bouncer, and fuch a 
haH for battledore and ftiuttle-cock— ^ 

Emily. Garnifh'd round with pikes, and gaunt- 
lets» and branching horns, the trophies of the fa- 
mily — 

Sir D. D. Yes, and in the great parlour fuch a 
firing of Daws hanging by the wall — ^ 

l^tily. In rufFs and bands, and picked chins from 
ail anti(]uity, like the whole court of Frante in a 
puppet-fliew, with dainty David in the charadtei' 
of Punchinello to clofie the cavalcade. 

Sir D. D. Not fo ; but in the place of it your 
own fair portrait, if you pleafe, and under it, in 
letters of gold, " Emily, confort of Sir David 
Daw." — Lilies and rofcs ! what a lovely piece will 
that be! 

Emly. Let it be a family piece then, and we may 
all have a part in it. 

Temp. Aye, aye, thatis a hook to haul me in with ; 
I know it is : but let us hear, let us hear what part 
you have laid out for me. 

Emily. An heroic one, be fure ; you (hall be— -^^ , 
let me confider— -you O^all be drawn in the charac-' 
terof Agamemnon. 

Temp. Agamemnon ! Why in the charadler of 
Agamemnon, I wouM fain know. 

Emily. Becauie he was a warrior like you, an4 a 
governor : but principally becauie, if I remember 
his hiftory — ^he facrificed his daughter. ^ 

Temf. Heh ! how I there Fm thrown out : that 
is a hinory I know nothing of. 

Sir D. D. Nor I neither.— Ah ! my good Go- 

B 4 ycrnor, 
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v^rnor^ fpeak a kind word for me ; all my hopes are 
ip you. 

Ternp. Fear nothing, my man of mettle ; keep ai 
^ fiout heart, and tfaere*s none of 'em can refift the 
allurements of your fortune, though they may all 
be infcnfible to the beauties of your perfbn. 

Emily. No, to be fure ; if you make love like an 
elephant, with your caftle on your back^ who can 
' ftand agaiiift you ? 

Sir D. D. I don't know how it is, Governor 
Tempeft, but tho' 'tis well known that the firft 
m^n Nature ever made was a Welfhman, and 
tho' I flatter myfelf I am pretty nearly on the 
&m€ model, yet here every ragged-headed fellow, 
\vith a m3hogany face, becaufe he can flip into aa 
qel-fkin, and I cannot, flips into favour before me ; 
whilft the ladies flare at me^ as if I had dropt out 
q( the moon amongA them. 

Temfi. That is becaufe they Jay afide the figb* 
they were born with, and have eyes, like their com-t 
plexions, of their own making. 

Emily. Ah! Sir David, you are not up to them; 
yqil are the happieft with the ^od old lady in the 
country ; your education has been private. 

Sir D. D. Quite fnug and private \ always at 
boQie, always wkh my mother. 

Emily. And your amufements— - 
^SitJ)»D* Never went abroad for them; we 
ba4 plenty of pailrme amongft ourfelves and the^ 
fervants — cards I never touch ; drinking I have no 
h^ad for : and as for naughty women, I can faith- 
fully afTurtjyou, I never come near none of ^cm. 
L [Temp. Keep that to yourfelf, my friend, if you 
2ir^ wife ; for this world is k> wicked, that a man 
is forced to counterfSut vices in order to keep will 
Vith it. — Ah ! Charfes^ hDw wdats this wicked 
wjorld with you ? i .. 
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Sydenham enters* ' ^' 

Syden. Wearsf BpBte^ frets itfelf out, grates 
moft confoundedly upon the hinges: I almoft 
think i (hall live to fee the end of it. — Don't go 
away, i want to have a word with yon. ( Afide to 
Emily,) 

Sir D. D. Oh! Mr. Sydenham, I rejoice to fee ^ 
you. 

Syden. How fares my venerable Cambro- Briton ? 

Sir D. D. Terrible ill, for want of you ; houfe, 

equipage, every thing is at a dead flop, till you fet 

us going. — I call'd at your lodgings, and they told 

me you was out of town. 

Syden. They did right ; I educate my fervants iu 
all innocent untruths. 

Temp. They gave me the lame anfwer. 
Syden. They did wrong : to tell one and the 
fame lye to two feveral vifitors, betrays a poverty 
of invention. 

Emily. And bav'nt you been out of town all this 
while ? 

Syden. Huih I hufli ! alk no queilions. — How 
can I quit the town with an affair of honour onmy 
hands : did'nt you challenge me to a game at 
chefs ? and here I am ready to decide it. 

Temp. Oh ! that dull, dilatory, dreaifting gjiifle^ 
how I deteft it ! — Any news, Charles,* of the poor 
Woodvilles ? 

Syden. That is the very queftion I was about to 
aik of you. ^ 

Temp. 'Sblood, you are as myfterious as a privy 
counfellor : they fay Woodville is gone off; nay, 
they circulate a very black and difmal (lory about 
bim. 

Syden. As you have been governor of the blacki, 
I wi(fa you would put the footy (laves to death 
that circulate fucb fiories. 

Sir 
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Sir D.D. I hear Sir George Pcnruddock haj 
made a curious will, and given his whole property 
to a madman, who, has been (hut up in a cottage 
for tbefe twenty years. 

Syderu And do you fuppofe it would have 
brought him to his fetiles if he had jiv'd in a caftle ? 

Temp. Come, come, Sir David ; don't you fee 
that cuckow won't be caught by you ? Zooks, 
roan, the thumb-fcrew would not make him plead ; 
tho', let me teU you, when I've been fet upon it, 1 
have put tongues as (lubborn as his into motion 
before now* As for Emily, leave her to her 
drow(y game at chefs ; for, depend upon it, my 
friend, that any thing which tends to ftupify her 
imagination will be a point gained in your favor. 

[^Exeunt Tempest aiid Sir David. /^ 

Sydenham and Emily. 

.Syden. His Excellency is in one of his accom^ 
niodating humors, and gives me an opportunity 
of telling you that I have brought Woodville baek 
with me ; I knew his point,* and overtook him af- 
ter about twelve miles riding, in the very criiis of 
Lis fate. 

Emily. Did you fo ? then here's my hand ! for 

^thou art the beft foul living ; with a heart of gold, 

and heels of feather, in the fervice of humanity. 

Ah ! why did cruel Fortune cramp thy powers, 

when Nature fo enriched thee with benevolence ? 

Syden. Don't complain of Fortune in my cafe ; 

ferhaps the beft fortune that can befal me is, that 
have nothing, to do with her: having little to 
,beftow, I make up for it with good-will ; had I 
abundance to give, the good-will might be want- 
ing. 

Emily' If Fortune, however, wou'd but put you 
to the trial, I (hou'd not tremble for the iflbc of it. 

Had 
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Hjid Penruddocfc iBade you his heir,c happy wdu'd 
it have hew for poor Woodvilte. 

Syden. For him (to own the Inath to you) t 
have very little compaffidn ; fome old habits of 
good fellowfhip perhaps I can't quite (hakeofF;. 
but a gamefter is in nature fuch a fool, in charac- 
ter fo little of a gentleman, and by pn-ofeffion fo 
very qlofe approaching towards a high nay mtn, 
that I am a(hamM of bis acquaintance; yet, for 
iny dear Mrs. Woodville's fake, fcrt* my brave 
Henry's fake, and through them, by im plica tioa, 
for my fweet Emily's, I have< ihelter'd, th^t poor 
worthlcfs <lefperado in my lodgings ; >vhich is a 
fecret ypu muft keep clofe and inviolable as ypur 
own purity. 

Emily. Doubt me not, for I can w^ll fuppofe 
the: eonfequences would be fatal, (n one word^^ is 
there any hope for him ? 

Syden. I could not anfwer that in> a thou(and 
words ; for I have feen this ftrange Penruddpck^. 
and know not what to make of him. 

Emily. Is he a madman, as they report of him ? 

Sydetu That I can't tell ; for fo many people are. 
mad, who yet have fenfes enough to conceal it,- 
that he may be fo without my difcovering it. Ho- 
is as fuUen as a bear, and inveterate agatnfi WoQd- 
▼jlle to the length of any fpeciqs of revenge. 

Emily » This is not the character Mrs. Woodyilla. 
defcribes; (he conceives better of him* 

Syden. I wi(h (he may not be miftaken ; we muft 
leave the event to time: — And now, my dear Lady, 
when arfe we to mount the wedding favors } 

Emily. So you will fuppofe I am caft for tranf-^t 
portation to the enchanted caftle? 

Syden. Enchanted it will be when you are in it ; 
but how can I fuppofe, or even wi(h, any other- 
wife, when ruin is attached to the alternative ? 

Emily. 
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Emily. You ftrikc upon a motive that may drive 
me upon wondrous felf-denials. If my beloved 
Mrs. Woodville falls, if my dear gallant Henry is 
beaten dowft and crufh'd by poverty and diftrefs, 
at any facrifice Til raife them up. 

Syden. Will you ? then by the powers of good* 
nefs you are an angel ! 

Entity . l&nt. m that wreck of happinefs I (hall 
Deed all the help that friendfhip can beftow ; and 
jou, Charles Sydenham, whom I place ever in the 
front of thofe few firm hearts I moft prize and moil 
depend on, muft not defert me. 

Syden. Defert you! Ihmn it, my throat aches 
&, and my eyes dazzle^ that I can neither rightly 
fpeak to you nor fee you — but, by the Lord, Til 
die for you. 

Emily. Not fo ; but you muft come to me in the 
country : there you and I will tell old ftories over 
a winter^s fire, and be as comfortable as two feel- 
ing hearts will let us. 

Syden. I'll come; Til come to you — Walk, ride, 
fifh, fowl, milk the cows, feed the poultry, nurfe 
the children, laugh, cry, do any thing and every 
thing you woU'd have me — I will, upon my foul I 
will ! 

Emly. Enough faic? ; upon this promife we will 
part ; I (hall be calPd for by my father, and you 
know his humor. 

Syden. I know him well for a mOftabfolute and 
all-to- be-refpe<5l6d governor ; but if he had as nu- 
merous an ofl^pring as Muley Khmael, and as 
large an empire as Timur Khan, the proudeft title 
lie cou'd boaft wou'd be that of being father to 
fttcb ao angel of a daughter. {^Exeunt. 
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SCENE, a Street. , V) 

pEtrRUDBocK alone. 

So ! I am in London once more.— From fqlitud^ 
and filence how fudden is the trandtion to crowded 
llreets, where all without is noife, and all wtthiit 
ine anarchy and tumult ! Thoughts uncollected, 
jarring refolutions, avarice, revenge, ambition, alt 
the turbid paffions arming, like foldiers rousM from 
lleep, to rufb into the battle. Pity I have none ; 
my heart is changM : I ftopt in a bye- place to re- 
confidcr Mrs. Woodyille's interceding letter; a 
naked, (hivering wretch approach'd and begg'd my 
charity ; fhe was importunate, and I with a re- 
morfelefs frown bade her begone. — ^* Alas!'* (he 
cried, *^ if I had look'd you in the face 1 might 
** have feen there was no hope for me/' I have 
the mark of Cain, the ftamp of crdelty imprinted 
on my forehead,— She cut me to the heart; I 
wou'd have calFd her back and aton'd, but fullen- 
nefs or pride forbade it. How rich was I in my 
contented poverty ! how poor has Fortune made 
me by thefe foul-tormenting riches ! — 

Weazel enters. ; 

, Well, Sir, is Mrs. Woodville in her houfc? 

Weazei. She is not there, nor any body that can 
tell me where (he is : the fervants are difpers*d, the 
chamber-doors all lock'd and feal'd, fave one, in 
which a folitary gviard keeps watch, holding poiTel^ 
iion in dueforni of law : I have feen it in itsfplen- 
dor ; it is now reversM, a melancholy change. 

Penrtid. V\\ vifit it neverthelefs ; it will be a 
wholefome preparative to the fcene of luxury which 
you tell me I am to be faluted with in the (lately 
manfion of Sir George Penruddock. \^Exetuit. 



/ 
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iiCEKE cJtariges to an unfurnlfiid Room. 

Penruddoqk, Weazel, and an Attendant* 

Fenrud, You are here, Sir, I prefume, m office by 
authority from the late Sir George Penruddock ? 

Attend. lam, Sir; and iho* it is againft our 
rules to admit any fl ranger, yet as I know Mr, 
Weazel, and he warrants for you, I make no ob- 
jc6^ion to your coming in. 

Penrud. Nor to leaving us, I (hou'd fuppofe, 
within thefe bare wails; they defy robbery: the 
fcyihe of the law cutsclofe, and thofe, whcTfollow 
it, will not be enrichM by their gleanings. 

Attend. A pleafant gentleman, I fhou'd gue% 
and knows a thing or two. — Mn Weazel, with 
your leave, I will fpeak a word with you, 

; / [Exit with Weazel. 

Penbuddock. 

Here, then, was the refidence of my once-be- 
loved Arabella; here (he reign'd, here (he revell'd, 
and here, perhaps, in a defponding moment, (he 
wrote that melancholy appeal, which wrung the 
weapon from my hand, when rais'd againft her 
hufband's life. I'll read it once again ; the fcene 
confpires, a fympathetic gloom comes over me ; 
and folitude, the friend of meditation, prompts me 
to review it : — ** By the death of Sir George Pen^ 
" ruddock you will find us your debtors in no lefs a 
•^ fum than all that we poflefs ; if you are extreme, 
we are undone ; my hufband, who expe6ls no 
mer^y, flies from me in defpair, and in his fate 
mine is involved ; if then you find an orphan in 
'* the world, whofe parents cou'd not move your 
*' pity, you may think revenge has done enough, 
^- and take my Henry into your protedion — ** 

Henry 
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Henry WoodVille enters. /. 



J' 



Henry. Where am I ? What has happened ? Why 
js this houfe fo cbang'd in its appearance? 

Petirud. Whom do you feek \ 

Henry ^ A father apd a mother, who dwelt here: 
If you have heard the name of Woodville, and caa 
cafe my anxious terrors, tell me they furvive^ 

Penrudp Be iTatisfied— They live. 

Heruy. Devoutly I return Heaven thanks, and 
blefs you for the tidings ; long abfent, and debarred 
all correfpondence with my family, I came with 
trembling heart, uncertain of their fate ; and, I 
jconfefs, the ominous apj)e>arance of adeferted houfc 
itruck me with alarm : but I may hope they have 
ibme other refidence at hand — If you know where, 
jdiredl me. 

Penrud. If I knew where, I wou'd ; but — 

Henry. But what ? Why do you paufe ? 

Penrtid. Becaufe I can't proceed. 

Henry. Why not proceed? You know they 
Jive, can you not tell me where ? 

Penrud. I cannot. 

Henry. What is your bufinefs here ? 
* Penrud, None. 

Henry. Do you not live in London ? 

Penrud. No, 

Henry. What is your name, occupation ? where 
do you inhabit ? How 'comes it to pafs you know 
io well to anfwer me one quedion, and are dumb 
to all the reft ? 

Penrud. I am not us'd to interrogatories, nor 
quite fo patient as may fuit with your impetuoHty. 

Henry. I ftand corredted ; I am too quick. — ^You 
will excufe the feelings of afon. 

Penrud. Moft willingly ; only Tm forry to per- 
ceive they are fo fenfitivc, becaufe this world 

fibounds in mifery. 

Henry 



/ 



30 THE WHEEL OP FORTUKB. 

SCENE r/;j/iffi to an unfurnifiid Room. 

Penruddoqk, Weazel, and m Attendant. 

femud. You are here, Sir, I prefume, in office by 
authority from the late Sir George Penrqddock ? 

Attend. I am, Sir ; and iho* it is- againft our 
rules to admit any fl ranger, yet as I know Mr, 
Weazel, and he warrants for you, I make no ob- 
jection to your coming in. 

Penrud. Nor to leaving us, I (hou'd fuppofe, 
within thefe bare walls; they defy robbery: the 
fcyihc of the law cutsclofe, and thofe, whcf follow 
\Xy will not be enrichM by their gleanings. 

Attend. A pleafant gentleman, I fhou'd guefe, 
and knows a thing or two. — Mr. Weazcl, with 
your leave, I will fpeak a word with you. 

;'J. [^Exit with We AZEL. 

Penruddock. 

Here, then, was the refidence of my once-be- 
loved Arabella; here (he reign'd, here (he revell'd, 
and here, perhaps, in a defponding moment, (he 
wrote that melancholy appeal, which wrung the 
weapon from my hand, when rais'd againft her 
hufband's life. I'll read it once again ; the fcene 
confpires, a fympathetic gloom comes over me ; 
and folitude, the friend of meditation, prompts me 
to review it : — *^ By the death of Sir George Pen- 
" ruddock you will find us your debtors in no lefsa 
•^ fum than all that we poflefs ; if you are extreme, 
we are undone ; my hufband, who expe6ls no 
mer^y, flies from me in defpair, and in his fate 
mine is involved ; if then you find an orphan io 
'* the world, whofe parents cou'd not move your 
*' pity, you may think revenge has done enough, 
^' and take my Henry into your protedion — '* 

Henry 
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Henry Woodville enters. /./'. 

Henry. Where am I ? What has happened ? Why 
\s this houfe fo cbang'd in its appearance? 

Petirud. Whom do you feek \ 

Hmry^ A father apd a mother, who dwelt here: 
If you have heard the name of Woodville, and caa 
cafe my anxious terrors, tell me they furvive^ 

Penrudp Beratisfied— They live. 

Henry. Devoutly I return Heaven thanfcs, and 
blefs you for the tidings ; long abfent, and debarr'^d 
3II correfpondence with my family, I came with 
trembling heart, uncertain of their fate ; and, I 
jconfefs, the ominous apj)ea ranee of adeferted houfc 
itruck me with alarm : but I may hope they have 
|bme other refidence at hand — If you know where, 
jdiredl me. 

Penrud. If I knew where, I wou'd ; but — 

Henry. But what ? Why do you paufe ? 

Penrtid. Becaufe I can't proceed. 

Henry. Why not proceed? You know they 
Jive^ can you not tell me where ? 

Penrud. I cannot. 

Henry. What is your buGnefs here ? 
^ Penrud. None. 

Henry. Do you not live in London ? 

Penrud. No, 

Henry. What is your name, occupation ? where 
do you inhabit ? How 'comes it to pafs you know 
ib well to anfwer me one quedion^ and are dumb 
to all the reft ? 

Penrud. I am not us'd to interrogatories, nor 
quite fo patient as may fuit with your impetuofity. 

Henry. I ftand corredted ; I am too quick. — ^You 
>vill excufe the feelings of a^fon. 

Penrud. Moft willingly ; only I'm forry to per- 
ceive they are fo fenfitivc, becaufe this world 

founds in mifery. 

Il€nry 
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Henry ^ Now I am fure you know more than you 
yet reveal ; but having faid my parents are alive, 
you fortify me againfi lefler evils : I know my fa- 
ther's failings, and can well fuppofe that his affairs 
have fallen into d^ay. 

Penrnd. To utter ruin. Gaming has undone 
him. 

Henry* Oh ! execrable vice, fiend of the human 
foul, that tears the hearts of parent, child, and 
friend ! What crimes, what fhame, what compli- 
cated mifery haft thou brought upon us ! Raib, 
derpepst#i-wretefaed man ! This boufe was fwal- 
low'd in the general wreck. 

Pmriid. With every thing elfe: Sir George Pen- 
ruddock had it for a debt, as it is calPd, of honor. 

Henry. A debt of infamy-— and may the curfe 
entail'd upon fuch debts defcend on him and all 
that may inherit from him ! 
. Penrud. There you out-run difcretion : he is 
dead, and you wou'd not extend your curfe to him 
that now inherits. 

Henrf. Light where it will, V\\ not revoke it# 
He that is Fortune's minion well deferves it* 

Penrud. But he that's innocent, does not. 

Henry. Can be be innocent, who ftains his hands 
with ore drench'd in the gamefter's blood, dug 
from the widow's and the orphan's hearts with 
tears, and cries, and agonies inutterable ? 'Tis 
property accurft : were it a mine as deep as to the 
centre, I wou'd not touch an atom to preferve my- 
felf from ftarving. 

Penrud. You fpeak top ftrongly, Sir. 

Henry. So you may think : I fpeak as I feel.r^ 
Who is the wretched heir ? 

Penrud. Roderick Penruddock. 

/fc«ry. What! Roderick the reclufe ? 

Penrud. The iame. 

Henry. My father knew him well — a gloomy 

mifanthrope^ 
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mtfanthropc, fliunning and (hunn'd by all maa- 
kind. When fach a being, after long feclutionj 
loft to all focifll charities, and harden'd into favage 
infendbility, comes fbrtb into the world arm'd with 
power and property, he iflucs like a hungry Hon 
from his den, to ravage and devour. 

Penrud. Slop your invasive! Know faini before 
you damn him. 

Henry. ■Uaog him, dull rogue, I do not wifh to 
know him ; but if you do, and think him wrong'd 
by my difcourfe, convince me of the wrong, and 
you fhali find me ready to atone. 

Penrud. I wou'd not have you take bis cbarader 
from me, and yet I think him to be fomcivhat 
better than your report of him ; however you have 
put it fairly to the iflue, and if your leifure fervet 
to meet me at hij boule, the late Sir (reorge Pen- 
ruddock's, within two hours from this, you may 
perhaps fee ceufe to blufh for the feverity of your 
inventive : in the mean time I promife to make 
□o report of what you have faid, and neither aggra- 
vate his mind againft you, nor warn him of your 
coming. 

Henry. If I can find my friends within the time 
you mention, I will not fail to meet you ; but I 
Ihou'd know your name. 

Pmntd. You fhall know every thing in proper 
time and place — till then farewel. 

TExit Henry. S 
Infblent libeller ! he has undone bimfet^ and ftabb'd 
the mercy in my bofom, whilft in the very adl of 
rifing to embrace bim. 

/" 
END OF ACT U. 

C ACT 
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ACT III. 



A mean Apartment in the Lodging Houfe of Mrs* 

WOODVILLE. 



Henry, ujherd in ly a Maid Servant. 






Maid Servant. 

WALK .in, l^r, pray walk in. Madam 
Woodville will be quickly at home. 

Henry. Are you her fervant ? 
' Maid, I do the work of the houfe, and wait upon 
the lodgers. . 

Henry. Has (he none elfe belonging to her ? 

Maid. No, no, good lady, (be has none elfe but 
me. If you are Captain Woodville her fon, I hope 
it will be in your power to comfort her. 

Henry. Heaven grant it may ! — I am the perfon; 
you may leave me. — [jBot/VJ — What a fad change 
is this! My mother in this place — thus lodg'd, and 
thus attended ! O Nature ! let mc not forget it 
was a father that did this, elfe — but that thought is 
horror Hark, flie is coming- 

Emily Tempest enters. 

May I believe my eyes ? The lovely phantom of 
my vifions reati^'d. 

Emily. The gallant prifoner, we bewaiPd, fet 
free 1 This is a joy moft welcome. I was in- 
.form'd you call'd at our houfe for a diredion hi- 
ther ; I can make all aliowances for your impa- 
tience i 
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fience; but furdy, furely, Henry,' you made none 
for mine, when all that you beftow'd upon me 
was a cold enquiry at the door, if fuch a being ftill 
was in exiftence. 

Henry. Chide not, but pity me : the unfortunate 
are fearful of intruding. 

Emily. Say, rather, they are unkind, and wrong 
their friends^ when they fuppofe them (haken by 
every breath of fortune. 

Henry. The word revolts from poverty. 

Emily. > Arc thefe the fentiments that you return 
with ? For (hame ! a foldier to talk thus — Have 
you feen n6 misfortunes where you have been, of 
<io you feel them only when they fall upon your- 
felf? Your noble mother does not reafonthus. 

Henry. Hcr's are no common evils, I confefs^ 
but ftill adverlity is a fair enemy, patience can 
check it, fortitude can conquer it, religion carl 
invert it to a bleffing. Even I, whom you re- 
prove, bore it without a murmur, for honor was 
4iot loft, hope was yfctaliv^-^yciur image, ever pre- 
fent to my mind, brighcenM captivity, and dreams 
of future happinefs chear'd my warm glowing fan- 
cy ; but now— 

Emily. What now ? ftop there, and let ine only 
dwell upon thofe objecSts that delight, altho' they 
-tnay delude: joy at the beft is fugitive; paint 
hope in brilliant hues, and it is joy : the pi6lure 
fades indeed, anfd its warm tints fly off, but whilft 
they fly, they charm, and n>emory feafts upoti 
tbeiti, wttvmhtu they are vanifli'd* 

Henry. Oh ! well applied, and genuine philofo- 
pby« Af i fio i ya ted fotmw Is Itke drildren'^ phyftc^ 
fi^dt ere it is fwalloweck And now^ my Emily^ 
What means tbi& mifchievous effufton of fo mtich 
light that iny weak eyes catl't bear it ^ Why all 
ih'w hlzteof b»vi(y I' ^ - . >^ - r 
i : C 1 Emily. 
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Emily. Hufli! don't be filly; it is no fuch 
thing — a little glad to foe you perhaps, a little 
animated by an unexpected pleafure. 

Henry. I left you, as I thought, perfe6l in every 
charm ; but time I fee ftill brings frelh tributes to 
adorn and beautify perfedion. — How many hearts 
have you this moment in your cha'ms ? 

Emily. Nonfcnfe ! not one : the lover I moft 
reckoned upon has juft thrown off hischains, and 
is at liberty. 

Henry. Only to yield it up again with double de- 
votion at your feet. Did you know him as I da, 
you wou*d know, that tho' impoifibilities oppofe 
bis hope, reafon can make no progrefs in the re- 
fonp of his incurable paflion. 

Emily. Indeed! then what is to hi done with 
fuch a man ? Hqw wou*d you advife me to treat 
bis cafe ? . 

Henry. With pity, as for one who fufiers with- 
out profpedV of a cure; with caation towards 
yourfelf, as holding it unfair to flatter where you 
cannot fave. 

/) f Mrs. WooDviLLB enters^ and embraces Henry. 

Mrs. IF. Henry, my fon, my hero ! welcome to 
my arms. 

Henry. Oh 1 my dear rootber-rfufFeriog, in- 
jur'd excellence ! {Kneels. 

Mrs. W. Stand up I Let me furvey you — Why, 
you credit your eaaapaigDin^ ; yet you b«ye far'd 
hardly — well, 'tis a good pra^iceibr bad times: 
we have not wbarewitbul to feail you,, my poor 
Henry, There is no gold grows on the foldier'fi 
laurels. 

Henry. I have a fword, Madam^ ^nd. tlmt wilt 

^ ri w ay^A cmfl^-tigr » mcal» 

Mn. W. Go tben^ and let it earn iot ypu both 

food 
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food and fame. A BrttiQi matron feuds her warrior 
to the figbt, and fcorns to damp his ardor with m 
tear: Til (hare you with my country/ Oh! my., 
fweet Emily, my generous friend, 1 know you can ' 
forgive me. 

Emily. Not eafily, if you devote a fingle thought 
to ceremony : I am here a party upon fuflSsrance, 
not quite indifferent to the fcene before me, bulk 
certainly no principal. 

Mrs. fV. You mud be ever fuch with me ; you 
have (har'd my forrowa, hard indeed if you might, 
iiot partake my joys. Well, Henry, wc muil meet 
the time, and all its troubles, with what face we 
can : cowards and fools (brink at the blails of for- 
tune, the folid temper of a noble mind fets them 
at nought 

Hemy. V\\ not disgrace your heroifm Mritb a 
murmur; when your inilruAion points the way to 
virtue, and the example of my father warns me 
againft vice, bow can I flray-? 

Mrs. W. Alas! your father — be is indeed— -but 
weMl not fpeak of him : (land firm yourfetf, and 
give me oaufe to love you : for errors of profpe* 
rity the world has candor more than enough ; now 
you have nothing left but your good name, of that 
be jealous in the extreme; io fhall I be juftificd 
for having thought you worthy of that hand, 
which cruel fortune now irrevocably has fnatch*d 
from yon. 

Emly. Madam! Mrs, Woodville !— IMl Uke 
my leave; your bufinefs grows too interefting.— 
1*11 not intrude upon your fecrcts. 

[Is withdrawing f hutjiopt hy Henry. 

Henry. Tear not my heart away, but flop, for 
mercy's fake. 

Emily. No, let us part. Your mother fpeaks 

C 3 the 
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the* truth ; but I was then fo happy, I loft fight of 
it. [^Falls into a chair. 

Henry. There, Madam, there ! fee what you've 
done. Truth, that will let no happy felf-decep- 
tion pafs, is virtue that difdains the graces of hu- 
manity. 

Mri. fV. My Emily, my life, my comforter, 
forgive me ! Amidft a throng of forrows, fome 
unguarded words will evermore efcape us; we 
vent them as we do our fighs, and know not what 
lyc fay. 

' Emily. Pray don't apologize; \ ait) quit<: afham'd 
of it: 'tis nothing, I am often thus ; you've fecn 
me fo a hundred times — Only poor Henry made 
up fuch a fece — his eyes fet me a crying*.— and now, 
good Heaven, how I cou'd laugh ! — Oh ! that is 
horrid — -ftop that if you can. 

Mrs. W. My dear, my dear I come with mc to 
iny chamber. 

Henry, Reft, reft on me, thou fafcinatiiig 
charmer!' 

\ Emily. Look, look at him ! — I won4^r what be 
thinks of me-^a fool, a fool, a foolifti feeble 
creature. ^-^ \ExewiU 



A Saloon in the Houfe of Sir George Penruddock. 

.d Number of Upper Servants inMourning-^WBAZEi. 
enters, and aadrejfes them with much Ceremony. 

Weazeh Gentlemen of the fecond table! Chiefs 
of the lower regions ! I am your very humblcfer- 
vant. I condole with you on our general lofs : 
your late worthy mafter has paid the debt of na- 
ture ; poor Sir George is no more; but you are 
ferious refledling men, that weigh thefe natural 

cvcntfi 
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events, and know that Death (as the great ^oet' 
fines) wili come when he will come. ^' 

•Jenkins. True, Sir, and all our wonder is he did. 
not come before, feeing what pains Sir George took' 
to quicken him. 

Weazel. Aptly remark'd, mdft worthy Sir; and^ 
I am greatly edified to fee that you have put your- 
felves in mourning ; 'tis fomewhat premature^ per- 
haps, feeing the deceafed is not yet interred, biit 
it is a tribute of gratitude to your old oiafter, and' 
an earneft of refpeft to your new gne. 

"id Set-v. Of the paff *e have nothing to com- 
plain ; of the preJent we arc a little doubtful. 

ffeaxel. You fpcak like fage experienc'd men," 
weir vers'd in all the dues and perquitites of fer- 
vice. I have my doubts like you ; Penruddock,' 
1 fhouM fear, may be too much of a philofopher' 
for your purpofes, and you perhaps -not (jmte, 
enough for his. 

Jenkins. We' can't live wfthout our comforts, 
Mr. Weazel. ■■ '. 

Weasel. And fit it is that you (hou'd have tbem. 
— You, Mr, Jenkins, I well know, are a man of 
tafte,and have your little gentlemanlyrecreations — 
a Aable at Epfoin, with a bit of blood, that gives 
yoQ the fi-efh aii* upon the Downa; another bit of' 
blood in the commodious purlieuB of Marybone, 
-which footfas. your Softer hours: I doubt if this phi-, 
lofopher's wages would buy body-cloths for ei-' 
ther.— In (hort, my -good friends^ I much fufpc<5l 
the golden age with< all of us is paft, the iroa, 
. coming on. 

I ^ Serv. Well, Sir, we fhall fee i report ipeakr. 
flraogely of the gentleman to be fuK. When ; 
may we look for his arrival ? . , 
^Weazel. Momentarily^— I perceive you have a 
C 4 whole 
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\vhoIe battalion of livery fervants drawa up in the 
outer hall. 

Jenkim. We thought it for the credit of the efta* 
blifliment to have them all in attendance and full 
livery. — Does the gentleman bring any of his own 
domeftics with bin)? 

Weaxel. Not many. 

Jenkim. Let him come as ftrongas he will, we 
have provided ; he will find a very handfome din- 
ner» and a well-furni(hed (ideboard. 

JVeazel. 'Twill be a novelty at leaft. 

Jenkins. We have foroe very pretty wenches in 
tlie houfe; Sir George was very particular in that 
way. 

W'easul. And you^ Mr. Jenkins, are no inean 
muthority ; but Mr. Roderick*s tafte feems to be 
iDoftly towards old women of feventy. 

Ath Serv. Pray^ Sir^ with what equipage docs 
he travel hither? 

Weazel. With one of Nature's providing.-— 
Heyday ! what's a-coming now ? 

j1 Party of Ltvery Servants rujh in. 

^Hvety^ero. No offence to you, Mr. Weazd, 
but we wou'd fain know what lay we are to be 
upon; and whether the ftrange gentleman will be 
agreeable to allow us for bags, canes^ and nofe* 

gays. 

ff^eazeJ. Bags you muft wear, the graces of your 

perfons claim them ; canes you (hall have, your 

merits well befpeak them ; and as for nofegays, 

gentlemen, it is fo modeft m requefi, that even the 

hangman fumiibea them to his clients. — ^Bnt bark, 

your inafter is arrived.' 

Jenkms, Stand by; make way! ^ 

Pekruh- 



i 
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PjiKRUDDOCK inters tbro^ a Lane of Servants^ 

Penrud. Are all thcfe perfons of Sir George's 
houfebold? 

IVeazeL All of his town eftablifhment. 

Penrud. So many for the ufe of one? they've 
females in proportion, I (hou'd hope, elfe 'tis a 
mod impolitic edablifliment. 

fVeazel. There are plenty of female fervants in 
the hoafe, but it is not ufual for that fex to fhevtr 
themfelves in the hall. 

Penrud. If there is ever an old woman amongfi 
them, fend her to wait upon me. 

IVeaxeh I told you how it would be. ^^/tde^ 

Jenkins. Pleafe your honor, there is no fuch 
thing in the family. 

Penrud. Shew me into your library then. 

[Jenkins. I beg pardon, there is no library. 

Penrud. Right! why (houM wealth be wife? 
Who, that aou'd feed upon the leavings of the dead^ 
wou'd keep fo many living men in pay to pampek* 
his appetite? You wou'd be ufelefs minifters to a 
philofopher ; therefore, whilft I am with you, FU 
be none. — ^Shew me your gayeft chamber. 

^Exif attended* 

SCENE changes to a magnificent Ball Room, richly 

decorated. \ ' 

Penruddock, Weazel, and Attendants. ^ 

Penrud. What's all this ? for what perverted 
race of beings was this abominable farrago of ab- 
iurdity colleded ? 

Jenkins. This, Sir! we call this the ball-room. 
It was thus prepared for ihc^fSte Sir George intend- 
ed to have given on his return out of Cornwall, as 
this very night, if death had not prevented him. 

Penrud. 
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Beurml. Death (av'd bis credit ; and as guardian 
of his memory, I will have this libel burnt by ^he 
common hangman, and its author profecutcd with 
the iitmoft rigour of the law. 

Jenkins^ We have other apartments. Sir, if this 
is not to your liking. 

Fenrud. Leave me, if you pleafe. fExU Jbn- 
iLUHS* and Servants. J-^Ohl my beloved cottage, 
when (hall I re-vifit thee? — I told you of my adven- 
ture with young Woodville, and the hard names 
he gave me : vvou'd it not be a worthy punifhment 
to imprifon him for life ? 

W^eazeL A moderate correction he well merits ; 
but imprifonment for life wou'd be too fevere a 
punifhment. 

Penrud. I think it wou*d, in fuch an execrabfe' 
dungeon as this. — How long, Sir, might it take to 
iiarvc a naked man to death in a cpld froily night ? 

fVeazel, Truly, Sir, the calculation never en-* 
tcr*d my thoughts. 

Pmrud. rU teH you then — about as long as M 
wou'd take to drive mc mad, were I to be here 
fhot np without the power of an efcape. *Sdeath \ 
can a man that has looked Nature in the face, gaze 
on thefe fripperies? Why, Sir, my cobwebs, which, 
old Deborab*s purblind eyes leave undiflurb*^, have^ 
twenty times the grace of thefe unnatural feitoons. 
What did Sir George Penruddock mean by thus 
lampooning me? Til not wear a fool's cap and bells 
for any man's humor, not I. — Sir, I muft ever 
curfe the moment when you broke up my repofc 
in my fmall unfophifticated cottage. 

Jenkins enters. 

Jenkins. Captain Woodville is at the door, and 
ffeiircs to know if there is not a perfon here he 
^as to call upon. 

Penrud. 



THE WHEEL OF FORTUNS. 43 

Penrud. Introduce Captain Woodville direflly* 
{Exit Jenkins.) — Mr. Weazel, you will expedite 
thofe matters I inftrudled you upon, and remember 
feccecy, 

H^eazel. I (hall adl faithfully in all things, to the 
beft of my underftanding,— rWhat a myfterious 
animal it is! *Twou'd puzzle Oedipus to unriddle . / r 
what he means, [Exii^ ^ 



Henry enters, i. ^ V 

Henry. Blefs me! can this be fo? Am I in com^ 
pany with Mr. Penruddock? 

Penrud. For the fecond time. — I recollect we 
met by accident, and had Tome interciling convert 
fation. 

Henry. Then I muft throw myfelf upon yoor 
c^dor, and abide by any meafures you may 
cbufe tp diiSlate in confequence of what has pafs^d 
between us. 

Penrud. You hardly can expe6): much candor 
in a chara6ler fuch as you painted — (avage, iti^ 
fenfible^ lofl to ail fociai charities, a gloomy mi* 
fanthrope« 

Henry. I fpoke, as men are apt to fpeak, what I 
believM upon report. — If you mean only to retort 
the words on me as their retailer, you dill leave the 
Original authority in force; but if you can refute 
that, you at once vindicate your own charadcr 
from afp^riion, and bring me to (hame for my ore* 
dulity and levity* 

Penrud. If I refncmbcr right, you quoted your 
own father as the authority oq which you refted : 
of hinn, therefore, in the firft place, I will f(>eak ; 
<:^f myfelf in the laft. — ^Your father. and myfelf 
were intimates through all that happy age, when 

nature 
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nature wc^rs no mafk : our boyilh fports, onr 
college (ladies* our travelling excurfions^ united 
U9 in friendftiip. — This may be tedious talk, and 
yet I fludy to be brief^ for my own fake as well as 
yours* 

Hmry. Fm all attention— -pray proceed. 

Penrud. On our return from travel, it was my 
fortune to engage the aifedlions of a lady— -whom 
at this diflant period I can't name without emo* 
Irons that unman and (hake my foolifti heart — 
therefore no more of her. Your father was our 
mutual confidant, pafs*d and repafs'd between us 
on affairs of trufl: and fecrecy, wbilft I was bufied 
in providing for pur marriage fettlement : I 
iiruggled againft difficulties^ that tortur'd my im- 
patience, and, at length overcame them. In that 
interval a villain had belied my character, poifon'd 
ker credulous mind, and by the difplay of a fupe- 
riot fortune, prevailed upon her parents to revoke 
their promifes to me, and marry her to him.— r 
What did this wretch deferve ? 

Henry. Death fixxn your bands^ and in&my 
firom all the world. 

. Penrud. And yet upon his credit you arraign my 
charadter; — for that wretch is your own/ather— 
■ &my. And ihe lad^ you addrels^d my mi 
Iher— ^? 

Penrud. Oh t ye 8,yj^es, yes ! 

^finty. I'm dumlf witThorror. 

Penrud. Can you now wonder, if, wheu ariti'd 
with power to extingaifh this defpoiler of my 
peace, this ftill inveterate defamer of my chara^er, 
I iflbe, as your own words defcribe me, like a hun- 
gry lion from bis den, to ravage and devour ?/ j 

Henry. Y\\ anfwer that hereafter ; and by the 
honour of a foldier, I will anfwer it as truth and 

juilice 
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juftice (hall exadt of me. Bat a charge To flrong, 
fo ferious, fo heart-rending to a fon, who feeis 
himfelf referred to in a cafe fo touching, demands 
a flri<Sl difcuflion : I ihall inf)nf)cdiateiy feck out 
my father, whom I have not yet feen. 

Penrud. If I accufe him falfely, it is not reftitu- 
tion Q/( the debt he owes me, nor all that I poflift 
befides, no, nor my life itfelf, that can atone for 
the calumny : »«-^i«^ ^^ «^^» y*\^ j* «»>*p -i^^h "^^pin ' 
^hnnee e f weapono, but fpu r n mo l i ke a dog. If 
I have fpoken truth, confefs that tho' I have the 
fury of the lion you compare me to, I have, like 
him, inftinift to juftify the ravages I make. 

Henry. I clofe upon thofe terms : when next 
wc meetj we meet decifivdy. [-Eri/ HenrtI 



/ • 



Penkuddock. 

He, that is once deceived, may plead a venial 
error ; but he that gives himfelf to be a fool twice 
dup*d, has nothing but his folly to excufe him. 
I parted from this firumpet world becaufe (he 
jilted me ; protefting never to believe her more^ 
I caft her off) (he now approaches me with fyren 
fmiles, throws out her lures, and thinks to dazzle 
me with thefe vile (craps of tawdry patcb^work 
finery — Away with all fuch fnares ) th^re*s wboxe 
upon the Ucc of them. 

JsHXiKS enters. / ' 

Jenkins. Is it your pleafure to be at home^ 
Sir ? 

Penrud. It (hall be before long. . 

Jenkins. Do you chufe to fee Mr. Sydenham ? 

Penrud. By all means. — {Exit Jenkins.) — ^The 
whoft town are welcome to break in and plunder 
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all they find; encuraber'd with the trappings of 
folly, the fooner i am fiript the better. 

Syd enh am enters. 

Sir^ r am proud t^ fee you. This is indeed a 
kiodneis greater than I look'd for, even from you, 
of whom I had conceiv'd fo highly, to vifit one 
that muft appear to you in the J^JOLilage of human 
mifery. - _^. 

Syden. How fo. Sir ? what is it you can allude 
to? 

Penrud. Thefe (ymptoms of infaiiity. 

Syden. You forprize me. Sir: if you advert to 
the decorations of this ball-room, be alTur'd they 
are executed to a miracle ; conceiv'd, difpos'd, 
and finifh'd with great elegance, and in the very 
lad tafle. 

Penrud. Heaven grant it may be the laft!" 

Syden. You have liv*d long out of the world ; 
your eyes are ufcd to Nature ; but irt thefe times 
we never prize what we cart enjoy for nothing : 
of courfe Nature and all her works are out of 
feihion. 

Penrud. And may I alk wMcTi faihion you arc 

of?. ■ ;■. ■■ ' ■■ ■ ■ ■•■ ^- 

Syden. Sir, I am, as I told ybu, a mere idler, a 
roving drone without a hive. To call upon tnc 
for an opinion is to expofe nfie to danger, for I ant 
too honeft to difguife my fentiments, and my fen- 
timents arc too fincere to pleafejhe generality of 
thofe I keep company with — I am poor, but ftill 
fuck a plain-fpQ):ep fool, that if .you; w^s jto alk 
me what I thought of you, I (hould infallibly give 
you my opinion to yiour fac^. : ; v 
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» Pinmd. Then give it, I conjure you: I have 
ftill my own confcience to refer to. 

Syden. Perhaps I may not treat you with the ci- 
viljty you require. Your confcience and I may 
differ in that refpc6l. 

Penrud. Proceed neverthelefs, 

Sydefi, The firft predicament J faw you in was a 
peculiar one — Encountered by a man, a guilty one 
I Own^ who confefs'd to the wrongs be had done 
you, and threw himfelf upon your pardon:' he 
was in mifery and at your mercy — a glorious mo- 
ment was then in your reach ; for iht honor of 
human nature I wifh'd you to have ferz*d it ; you 
fei2*d the piftol, inftead, which he tender'd you, 
and when you might have conquered him by ge- 
nerofity, preferred the doubtful chance of revenging 
yourfelf in his bloodi 

Penrud. Go on, go on ! Cut deep, and never 
fpare me. 

Syden. A mediating angel ftopt your hand, but 
flill you ilunk away in iilence, fallen and myfic- 
rious : what the contents of Mrs. Woodville's let- 
*ter were,' I know not; but whatever they might be, 
I undei^dand they are unanfwer'd, -fef-4-- Lanm 
Jhii inft f fnt fm iii Th r'tady Trhrr-irrWrrfVTt-jm 
Here you are not lefs wanting in poll tenefs than 
humamty. 

Penrudi Fa6\si but not comuients, if you pleafe. 
-What neat? 

Syden. The fon of your negledted coirefpondent 
is come home, a braver^ tiobler, more ingenuous 
youth, hiscountry does not boafi i I met him as he 
parted from your door ; what was iti his heart I 
know not, but in his features all was fadnefs, hor- 
ror iHfid' defp^it;^^! threw imy arms about him ) he 
prefs^^l me to bis bofom, iigh'd, and broke avray 

^rom me without a word. 

Penrud^ 
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Pcnrud. If you held no dtfcourie^ how can yoii 
dtve into bis thoughts ? 

Sydcn. Becaufe I know how deep and keen the 
pangs of diiappotnted love. 

Penrnd. Doyou know that ? I know it too^ and 
rankle with the wounds, that time can never cure : 
tell me his cafe ; what is the Lady's name, and 
whence bis difappointment ? 

Sydm. The mi(hrefs of his foul is Emily, the laar 
and lovely daughter of your neighbour Mr« Tem^ 
peft ! plung'd in his father's ruin, all bis hopes are 
wreckt; honour forbids the match, for Tempeft is 
not rich, and Henry (curfe upon that dsemon 
gaming !) is undone : meantime Sir David Daw, 
a fellow crammM with money to a furfeit, propofea 
for the Lady — 

Penned. What then, what then ? (he will not 
marry him. 

Sydm, I (hould fuppofe (he will. 

Penrud. Infamous profiitution ! Is there a fe- 
cond woman to be found fo bafe of foul, fo lofl to 
every fenfe — ! 

Syden. Stop ! on your life no more : I mufi not 
hear the noblefl facrifice, that generolity e'er made 
to lave a (inking family, fo grofsly treated by the 
very man, who is himfelf the iburce and fountain- 
head of their calamity — And now proceed, fulfil 
your whole de(ign, compleat their ruin— «tear this 
devoted victim from the heart of her beloved Hen- 
ry— <lrive her into the arms of folly— immolate af- 
it&\ox\^ beauty, innocence, every grace and every 
virtue, to the luxury of revenge, and when you've 
done it — fall to your dinner with what appetite 
you may ! 

Penrud. Stay, Sir !<-^I could reply to you, but 
my heart fwells agatnft this tymnt^ of tongue 

TN 
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The time may come — nay it (hall come— when 
you'll repent this language. 

Syden. Not 1, by Heaven — I have a fword, that 
never yet was backwdtd to come forth upon the 
call, and fecond what I've faid. And now, be- 
caufe I'll give your vengeance its full range, and 
fufFer none that I. call friend to fkulk behind my 
fhield, I tell you Woodville will be found with 
me, whenever you think fit to feek Wm. Your 
fervants know the houfe, and will diredt you to 
it. [Exit. 

Penruddock. 

Here's a bold fpirit ! Thefie are the loud-tonguM 
tnoraliils, /wha make benevolence ai bully, and 
mouth us into dfiercy by the dint oi noife and im^- 
pudence — but I (hall lower his tone.— Who waits? 
•^[JsKKiys appearsy^H&W myr Attomay I.wou'd 
^>eiik with bim« C&r^ 



END OP ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 



(AnAparimtnt in Stdekham's /fot^.) 

WOODVILLE, Mrs. WOODVILLE. 
^ WOODTXLLB. 

YOU ftrirc in vain to comfort mc ; my fpirk 
(inks unider a load of guilt, which all your 
pity and forgiveneis cannot lighten. — Is there a 
gleam of hope to catch at ? 

Mrs. W. There feems an awful p^fe in our 
fate i I dare not call it hope ; I do not think it 
warrants us to treat it as defpair. 

Wood. Have you had any anfwer from Penrud* 
dock? 

Mrs.W. None. 

Wood. Heartlefs, unfeeling raonfter— 

Mrs. W. Hulh, hufh ! you ihou'd not rail. 

Ifood. ril hide myfelf no longer ; TU go forth 
and face his perfecution. iif^, 

Mrs. W. Hold, be not rafli. Where's Syden- 
ham ? 

Wood. Gone to Penruddock. 

Mrs. W. Vvti sorry for it ; tlyit will blow the 
flame ; their tempers never can accord. 

Wood. I faw the danger, and ftrove to divert 
him from the undertaking—but you know bis zea* 
lous temper; no remonftrance flops him. 

Mrs. W. ril go to Penruddock myfelf. 

Wood. Not for the world. 

Mrs.' W. Why, what fhould hinder me ? 

Wood. Confideration for yourfelf — ^and^ tho' I 

have 
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have jufily forfeited all right to counfel you, let me 
add, my earneft diifuafion. 

Mrs. IV. This is no time for pride — ^think of 
your fon I 

Wood. Oh ! agony of foul ! Oh, monftrous, mon« 
firous villain that I am ! — ^And look I protedl me, 
iave me from the fight of him. \FalU on her neck. 

Hbnrt enters j and after a faufe /peaks. (/ /\ 

Henry. Sir, be a man ! You fly too late to that 
protedling virtue ; if it is painful to abide this 
meeting, why did you rifque the pain ? What was 
the good you might have gainM, compared with 
what you have loft ? — A wife, a fon, the facred truft 
of bufband, father, all that Heaven committed to 
your keeping, ftak'd (Oh ! difproportion*d ftake !) 
againft a gambler's coin ! 

Wood. Truly, but fternly urgM. — I thaqk you ! 
It has rousM me. 

Henry. Fm glad it has, for it requires ibme 
energy to meet the appeal that I am bound to 
make: Penruddock charges you with a6ls, long 
pait indeed, but of the blackeft treachery. How 
Hands the truth ? Pm deeply pledged upon the 
iflbe of your anfwer: If you are falfely charged, I 
fhall do what becomes me as your fon ; if not, I've 
done him wrong, and have much to atone for. 

Wood. I'll give no anfwer: I am your father. 
Sir, and will not be thus queftion'd. 

Henry. Alas! "you are my father; and my honor, 
which is all you have not taken from me, is io far 
engag'd that I muft have an anfwer. 

Mrs. W. Take it from me! — 'Tis true. 

Wood. Hah ! do you turn againft me? 

Mrs. W. No ; but I cannot turn afide from 
truthj and (brink as you do from confeiHon, when 

D 2 a brave 
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a brave Ton demands it. — Penruddock has been 
wrong'd. 

Wood. Fve canceird all his wrongs; Fve ten- 
dered him the fatisfadlion of a gentleman, and he 
accepted it j Sydenham was prefent^ and can wit- 
nefs it. 

Mrs. W. And what enfu'd ? 

Wood. Your letter was produced, and he de- 
clined the duel. 

Mrs. W. Did he ? Now Heaven be thank'd ! 
I've ftvM your heart one agony at leafl — What 
wouM have been your crime, had you deftroy*d 
that man ! 

Wood. Perhaps I did not mean to put it to the 
rifque. 

Henry. I hope you did not. — I have now my an- 
fwer^ and muft take my leave. 

^/^ (Stdenham runs in, and Jlofs him.) 

Syden. One moment, one (hort moment, my 
dear lad I — ^For ever on the wing? — I muft llioot 
flying then y for, come what may, I muft and will 
embrace you. 

Henry. Meafure not my affe<3ion, my- good 
friend, by the few moments it can fpare you : you' 
have the foul of honor in you, know all it's feel- 
ings, it*s refinements, and can truft that nothing 
but it's duties wou*d compel me to break from you 
thus abruptly — farewell ! /f^p [^Exit. 

Syden. There, there he goes — unfortunate, the' 
brave, the darling of my heart, his country's gal- 
lant champion, redeem d from long captivity to 
encounter forrows ak home, enough to rend his. 
manly heart afunder— Who wou'd not pity him-i 
who but muft love him ? t do frcrtn my foul. 

Mrs. W Aye, Charles, you have a heart* 

Syden. I have i^ heart to honor him, a (word tp 

fcrvc 
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fcrVe him, and a purfe— no, not that — cpnfouna 
it, curfe it, for it's emptinefs! — hang dOg, I wou'd 
it were as big and as ful) as a fack for his fake- 
Damn that old crabbed cottager, that book-worm— 

Mrs.W. Peace! — ^you have vifited Penruddock— 

Syden. Yes, you niay call it vifiting — He received 
me planting himfelf in the very center of Sir 
Greorge*s fplendid ball-room, like a gloomy night- 
piece in a gilded frame. He afkM me if I did not 
think him mad — I civilly faid, No; which wasalie 
for your fake; — but prefently he led me on to give 
him his full cbaradter, and then the truth came 
out; I told him my whole mind. 

Wood, What did you tell him ? can you re- 
coiled ? 

Syden. As for you, I told him fairly I had nor- 
thing to fay in your behalf, but that I thought it 
would have been a very gallant adl to have for- 
given you, fimply becaufe you had fo little title to 
cxpedl it. 

Wood. There was no great flattery in that, me* 
thinks. 

Syden. Hang it, flattery ! no; I was pad flatter- 
ing; for, when I came to fpeak of Henry, and 
how all hopes of his beloved Emily were blafted 
by your curft itch of gaming, 'fdeath ! I was all on 
Are, and (hot philippics thick and terrible as red- 
hot balls. 

Mrs. ly. Why ? what provok'd you to it ? 

Syden. What but to think how glorious an op- 
portunity he let flip of relcuing the brave lad from 
difappointment, and defeating that rich blockhead 
of a baronet, that dunder-hcaded Daw, who waits 
to fiiap her up ? wasn't that enough to do it ? 
Zooks ! had I fwallow'd Hecla, I couM not have 
fumM more furioufly. 

Mrs. JV. Siill you don't anfwer to my queftion : 

D 3 Did 
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Did Mr. Penruddock give you to underftand tbat 
Henry had nothing to expedl from him f 

Syden. No ; but I underftood it well enough 
without his giving — I faw it in his looks ; if yoa 
would paint a ^ead of Caius Marius in his prifon^ 
he was the very model for it : It chill'd benevolence 
to look upon him ; Spitzbergen cou'd not freeze 
xne more effedtually than his marble face. 

Mrs. W. My friend, my friend ! you are too 
volatile ; you only faw the ruggednefs of the foil, 
^nd never fearch'd for the rich ore beneath it.— ^ 
And now, Woodville, for a (hort time farewell ! 
To your benevolent friend I recommend you; and, 
if my auguries don't deceive me, I'll bring you ^ 
better tidings when next we meet. [£»/. ^^ 

Sydm. By Heavens, Woodville, you muft have 
had a moft intolerable bad tafte, when you could 
prefer the company of a crew of gamefters to the 
fociety of that angelic woman. 

Wood. Oh ! Sydenham, I refleift with horror on 
(hat nionfter gaming: that with the fmiles of a 
iyren to allure, has the talons of a harpy to deftroy 
B8. • /j p \fixeunU 

An Apartment in PenruddockV HovJc* 



"-^ /\J TR^KVJyBOCK aJone. 

Vm weary, iick, difcomfited. Thi^ world and 
I muft part once more. That it has virtues, I 
will not deny; but they lie buried in a tide of va- 
nities, like grains of gold in fand wafhM down by 
mountain torrents : I cannot wait the fifting.-^yr 
denham has a heart-^what then ? his zeal, like a 
rich cordial drank to intoxication, lofes it's fweet 
fiature, and becomes pernicious by abufe.-!^Henry 
IS ypun^ I apd^ like the promife pf 9 forward 

fpring, 
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fpring, flatters our hopes of barveft ; 'twere liarcl 
to let him wither in the bud : he too is thoughts 
kfs, raft), impetuous— but he's a foldier and a 
lover; with them I fym^pathize— -befides^ his mo- 
therms in his face. 

Hbnrt enters. | /- 

Henry. They tell me you wou'd (et me ; if 1 
come unfeafonably, appoint Ibme other timet 

Penruds The prcfent is your own ; command it 
as you pleafe. 

Henry. I have done you flagrant wrong; but as 
I cannot charge my memory with flandering your 
good name in any other person's hearing but your 
own, and that unkhowiogly, I have no other per- 
fon to atone to but yourfelf. 

Penrud. You have feen your father^ and ex* 
plain'd ? 

Henry. I have ; my mother too was prefent, 

Penrud. Your mother prefent ? — May I requefl: 
you to defcribe what pafs'd ? 

Henry You ftiall know all.-^My father at firft 
jBight (hruok from me, confcious and aba(h*d ; I 
urg*d your charge upon him ftrongly, perhaps 
(for I was gaird with many griefs) more flrongly 
than became me^ my high tone oflTended him, and 
he refus'd to anfwer ; a fecond time I urg'd the 
fame demand ; my mother inftantly replied, that 
your appeal was true— -you had been grofsly 
wrong*d.-^Her candor drew forth his confeflion, 
'qualified with this excufe, that he had tendered ia- 
tisfac^ion ; hinting withal, that had the affair taken 
place, he wou'd not have returned your fire. 

Penrud* It is enough, | am fatisned ; you know 
me now to have been an injur'd man, betray'd by 
bim I trufled, wounded in the tenderefi part, and 
robb'd of all I held moft dear : if, therefore, I am 

D 4 become 
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become favagi^ infmjihky snd all that you once 
thought me, I have feme natural plea ; and, (boul4 
you find me a hard creditor to one that was ((^ falfe 
a friend, what can you fay? 

Henry. Left than I wi(h : your own benevolence 
muft be my father's advocate, 

Penrud, He has undone his family, loft great 
ilims by play, and chiefly, as I find, to Sir George 
Penruddock, who fupplied him alfo with loans till 
his eftate was mortgaged to it's value, his town- 
houie ftiz*d, and bond debts hanging over him, 
that put his perfon at my mercy — If revenge were 
my object, thefeare templing opportunities for in- 
dulging it; if avarice were my paffion, here are 
ample means for gratifying it — What have you 
now to offer on your father's part ? 

Henry. To juftice nothing ; fome little plea per- 
haps upon the fcore of mercy. 

Fenriui, State it, 

Henry. I am a foldicr, Sir; and, were t clrcum- 
fiancM as you are, I could not fuffer myfelf to 
deprive that man of his liberty, who had ten- 
dered me an honorable fatisfa<5lion at the peril of 
bis life, 

Penrud, Well, Sir, I love a foldier; and tho* 
your arguments arc not to be found in law or gof- 
pel, yet ihey have weight, and I will give them full 
confideralion : we (hall meet again. 

Henry. Have you any further commands ? 

Penrud. A ^ord before we part — You bear a 
ftrong refemblance to your mother — will you be 
troubled with a meflage to her ? 

Henry. Moft readily. 

Pefirud. I have to apologize for the negle<ft of 
qn unanfwerM It tter— Say to her, I befeech you, 
that 1 am colle6ting fpirits to requeft an interview 
with her here, before 1 finally retire to my cottage. 

—Thiii 
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—This to your mother — now to yourfdf a word 
in (ecrecy and pure good-will — I am told you are 
attachM to a mod amiable young lady, daughter 
of the Honorable Mr. Temped, my near neigb* 
boar— by fad experience I exhort you* truft not 
to chance and time; make fuit without delay, 
lofe not a moment, but repair forthwith to Mr* 
Tempeft. 

Henry. Ah ! Sir, what hope for me? 

Penrud. Afdidier, and defpair? For (hame! go, 
go, announce yourfelf, and take your chance for a 
reception: if he admits you, well ; if he declines 
your vifit, you have loft your labor, and I have 
given you miftaken counfel. Come, I'll attend ^ 
you to the door. [Exeunt* (// 
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Sir D. D. With your leave. Governor Tempeft, 
I would fain crave your patience, whilft I open a 
bit of my mind to you, in a quiet way and without 
offence. 

Temp. You may open it 'too without a preface, 
good Sir David ; I am ready to hear you. 

Sir D. D. That's kind ; that^s courteous! and I 
muft fay it to your face, aye, and I'll fay it in the 
face of the whole world, that I have always found 
you as obliging and civil-f]x>ken a gentlertian, as I 
ever crofs'd upon in my whole life before — I fjpeak 
it from my heart, I do indeed, I fpeak the truth, and 
nothing but the truth. 

Temp. Yes, but I don^t want to hear it juft now; 
fpeak to the bufineft, and leave truth to fpeak. 
foritfelf. 

Sir 
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Sir b. D. But why do I fay it ? Why, but be- 
caufe I hear the people talk fo much of your want 
of temper, and of the violent pailions you throw 
yourfelf into ? Now I fay— • 

Temp. Who cares what you fay ? The people are 
not half fo provoking as you, the retail hawker of 
their paltry nonfenfe — ^you, that with filly acquief- 
cence make men lick of their own opinions by 
always chiming in with them — you, that pelt us 
with iii-favour'd compliments, till rotten ieggs and 
the pillory would be a recreation in comparison of 
them — you that — 

Sir D. D. Ob dear, oh dear ! who cou'd have 
thought it? now you have driven all I bad to fay 
clear out of my head. 

Temp. Well, 'tis no lofs, if this is a (ample of 
it's contents. 

Sir D. D. I cannot for the foul of me get the 
words together again ; though I had conn'd them 
over pretty clofely, if you bad not bounc'd upon 
me in fuch a faihion ; but, under favor, I could 
explain myfelf to your fair daughter, (he is kindly 
and good-humorM. 

Temp. Make your own way with her then as you 
can, for here (he comes. 

Emilt eniers. v j 

i 

Well, child, if you can make any thing of this 
gentleman, it is more than I can ; all I underftand 
is, that be has been flattering my patience till he 
has put me in a pailion. 

Emily. Oh fie. Sir David! don't you know yoa 
(houM never fpeak of patience in my father's com* 
pany? 'Tis like complimenting a man upon his 
wife, after he is divorc'd from her. 

Temp. HufTey, is your wit fo unmao^geable^ 

th4 
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that it runs foul of your father ? — Hark'ye, child, 
a word in your ear — 

Entify. Nothing elfe, I hope-— but, indeed, Sir, I 
am half afraid of you. 

Temp. And well you may, you little flut, for you 
dcferve — 1*11 tell you what you deferve — a better 
bufband than this David Dunce. — Mind now! (but 
this is a fecret) I don't quite inlift upon your liking 
him as well as Harry Woodville. 

Emily. No, Sir, that would be to debar me from 
the ufe of eyes, ears, and underftanding. 

Temp. And hark'ye! — ^If you give him a fmooth 
anfwer, and a civil paifport into Monmouthlfaire, I 
am not fure, provided you are very penitent and 
beg hard, but I (hall find in my heart to forgive y .^ 
you. [^Exit. /f) 

Sir p. D. O Jubilate ! Vm glad to my heart he ^ 
is gone. Never did I hear fuch a royfterer in my 
days. What ! does he take me for one of hi$ 
black negro*flaves in Africa ? Have not I danc*d 
attendance long enough upon his humors, followM 
him like his^ihadow, laugh'd at his jokes, echo'd 
his opinions, put up with his fwcaring, and been 
as mute as ^ fi(h whilft he rated at the fervants ? 
and now to fall upon me like a cat o*mountain 
on a harmlefs kid— Oh ! if it was not for you, 
Mifs Emily, if my love for you did not keep me 
cool and calm, I wou'd (hew him a little of the 
ipirit of the Daws: I (hou'd be as hot and fnappi(h 
ashimfelfr-*-but you don't liften to me, I'm afraid. 

Emily. What can this whifper mean ? He has 
had a firanger with him-r-r-a coarfe, clowniih man 
r— but that jcan arguis ootbing— ^H^nry he has not 
fcen— 

Sir D. D. Will you not let me fpeak to you ? 

Emiiy. Oh I yes, for ever : talk without ftint or 
misafure ; only let mie meditate the whilft : my 

thoughts 
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thoughts ^on't interrupt you, n6r your difeotiri% 
my thoughts. (Shs down.) 

Sir D. D. I (houM hope, Ibvely cbartncr— 

Emily. Lovely what ? 

Sir D. D. Lovely charmer w^s my cxpreffiott. 

Emily. Oh! very well : it's all the fame. Go bti! 

SirD.D. I fhouM hope, lovely Mift Emily 
Tcmpeft, (for I won't fay charmer) after the long 
attendance I have paid^ and the proofs I have given 
of my patience, as well as of my paflion, that I 
have now waited the full time, which young ladiei 
Hfually require to make up their minds whetheir to 
fay Aye or No to a plain propofal. 

Emily. What propofal do you allude to? 

Sir Z). D. Surely you can't alk that quefiioh 
ferioufly at this time o'day ; furely you muft know 
that I mean a propofal of marriage. 

Emily. Right! very true— I recollcdl you pro^ 
pofed to fnarry me — Well I what wou'd you do 
^ith me when you had got me ? , 

Sir D. D. Lud-a-mercy! well; what would I do 
With you? That's comical, i'faith — why, in thefirft 
place I*d vvhilk you down to the cafile — 

Emily. Whilk me down to the caftle — 

Sir D. D. To be fure I wou'd, for why ? things 
are all at fixes and fevens for want of me: nothing 
like a mafter's eye ; a gentleman, who trufts to 
fcrvants in his abfence, is fure to be cut up. 

Emily. Cut up I what's that ?. 

Sir D. D. Why, 'tis a common phi-afe — 

Emily. With the flaughtercrs of Clare- market— » 
but let it pafs! — What am I to be done with then? 

Sir D. D. Oh ! as for that we (hall foon fet 
things upon their right bottom again^ and then wc 
will be as happy and as merry as the day ii long. 

Emily. Hold there 1 I never bdrgaiaM to be 
happy : you may as well teach the towers of your 
caftle to dance, as me to be merry. 

Sir 
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Sir D. D. Why, what (hould hindqr yop, when 
every thing, that money can commanc), (hall be 
purpt^s'd to content you? But Fm afraid, Mifs 
Eouly, tb^re is a little double-dealing in this bud* 
nefs: I iufpei^ your heart inclines to Captain 
Wpodville ; and mow he is come tQ England, I 
fuppofe I am likely to be cut out. 

Emily. Poor roan ! what between cutting up and 
c^uttipg out, hpw you will be mangled? Woialdn'k 
it bQ better to live Angle in a whole Ikin^ tbaa 
marry and be butcherM in To barbarous a manner ? 

Sir A D* I don't know but it might — I won't 
fay but it may. be fo-^-if I'm not agreeable to one» 
I may be agreeable to another-^rich folk^ need not 
go a-b^gging*— If Captaju; Woodville is the man^ 
why thei> perhaps! I don't covet to be the mafter-r^ 
if Captain Woodville — Hulh ! who's co©ing ? 

Ti^vtiY WooDvihh^ enters. /IS% 

Emify. H^nry ! 

Sir D. D, Oh Lord ! my death warrant, [^jifide^ 

Hairy, Well m^y you be furpriz'd to fee nae 
here, apd youjr wonder will be enqreas'd when I tell 
you that I have your father's privilege for my in-^ 
trufion; — but if you and this gentleman, whom I 
underfland to be Sir David Daw, are upon bufinefs 
©f confcquence, I retire* upon the word.' 

Sir D\ D. a very civil perfon, I muft fay. 

Emily. Sir David, was the buiinefs we were upon 
of any confequence ? 

Sir D. D. To mp of nK)ft immediate ; how did 
you confider it> I pray ? 

Emily. As I do every other harmlefs comqian 
tajk 9 very entertaining whilft it lafts, very foon. 
forgot when it is over ; but this gentleman has con*^ 
verfation of a fort that is apt to drive all other out 
oiC my r^colJ^iSlioD, 

. fffnry^ 
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Henry. Oh ! Emily, Emily! for Heaven*s fake— • 

Emily. Hold your tongue. 

Sir D. D. Nay, Madam, the gentleman feems 
to underftand himfelf very properly • but I muft 
think that you, Mifs Emily, confidering who I am, 
and how I came here, do not underfiand me quite 
fo properly ; and I mud fay — 

Henry. What muft you fay ? Not a (ingle word 
to this lady that in the flighteft degree borders on 
difrefpedt^ and now, with that caution for your go- 
vernment, let me hear what it is you muft fay- 
Sir D. D. Nay, nothing more ; I think Fve faid , 
enough — ^Your very humble fervant. [Exiti /-] 

Henry. Lovelieft of women, charmer of my fight, 
my foul! this abfblute repulfe of your rich fuitor 
flatters but frightens me. What will your father 
lay? whilft I am wholly in the fault, you will bear 
all the b^me. 

Emily.' If I am never blamM but for your faults— 
*• Why let the ftricken deer go weep, 
« The hart ungalled play.'* 

Henry. Can you account for his indulgence ? 

Emily. Can you expound the changes of the 
moon ? Can you explain why, when all other female 
hearts are fickle, mine alone is fixt ? 

Henry. Ought I to fufFer that ? honor (hou'd 
teach me to avoid your prcfence. 

Emily. Yes; but if you pra6iife that honor upon 
me, I never will forgive you. Come down from 
thefe high flights, if you pleafe, and walk upon your 
feet, as other men do. If you are alarm*d at being 
poor, ril marry that money-bag, and enrich you 
with the pillage of it — will that be honorable ? No, 
no! moft execrable meannefs; therefore away with 
it ! Spinfter as I am, I may ftruggle on to a good 
•Id age, and give offence to nobody; but a wife, 
without a heart to beftow upon her hufband, is a 
^hcat and an impoljor. 

Henry. 
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Henry. Oh ! cruel, cruel fortune, why was it my 
lot to be the fon of a gamefter ? 

EMily. Rather fay why was it not my lot to be 
the heirefs of Penruwidock, inftead of that old fufty 
philofopher, who, when be and the fpiders have 
flood centinels over his coffers, till watching and 
fading have worn him to a fkeleton, will fink into 
the grave, and leave his wealth to be befiowM ia 
premiums for difcoveries in the moon. 

Henry. Come, come, take care how you fall into 
the fame trap as I did : We muft fufpend opinions 
of Pen ruddock. 

Emily. Muft we ? Nay, now I fwear there's fomc- 
thing in your thoughts; aye, and my father too 
looks wife and whifpers: well, if you have a fecret, 
and won't tell it me, be it at your peril I Fll keep 
mine as clofe as you keep your's. 

Henry. I'll compromife with you, and eiichange 
confeffibns. — Anfwer me this. If Fortune (hould 
turn round and fmile upon your poor difcop(blate 
admirer, will you, who fway each movement of 
my heart, infpire its hopes, allay its fears, animate 
its ambition, and engrofs its love!— Will you. Oh 
Emily— 

Eniily. Will I do what ? 

Henry. I dare not a(k the queftion — 'tis prefump- 
tuous, bafe, dilhonorable — 

Emily. And very difappointing, let mc tell you, 
to one whofe anfwer was fo ready. — Henceforth 
I've done with you ; I (hall now retreat into the 
citadel and ftand upon my defences ; when you 
want another parley, you muft treat with the Go* 
vemor. \^Exeunf. 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE, a Chamber. 






Fbnrudoock, Wbazbl. 



Penruodock. 

THUS then it (lands— This houfe, and all that 
its voluptuous owner had amafsM within it^ 
we doom to inftant fale; foine modem Lucullus 
will be found to purchafe it; the mourners in 
blacky and the mountebanks in their parti*color*d 
jackets^ mufi be paid their wages and difmifs'd**- 
So far we are agreed. 

WeaztU PerfeiSHy, Sir ; and if any young heir 
is in hade to be rid of his eftate, thefe are the 
gentlemen that will fooneft help him to the end 
of it. 

Penrud. Mrs. Woodville's fettlement, which in 
ber hulband's defperate neceflity (he had as defpe^ 
rately refignM to him^ is now made over, and fe- 
cured in trufl to her fole ufe and benefit. 

WeazeL The deed is now in hand^ and a deed 
it is, permit me to fay, that will make your famt 
refound to all pofierity. 

Fenrud. Thank Heaven , I (hall not hear it t 
The fame I covet blows no trumpet in my ears^ it 
"whifpers peace and comfort to my heart.— The 
obligations, bonds, and mortgages, ^ of whatever 
defcription, covering the whole of Woodville'a 
property^ are conlign'd to Henry his fon. 

Weaxeh 
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Weazel. They are, and give him clear poflef^ 
(ion of bis paternal etlate. 

Pennid. *Tis what I mean, and alfo of the houfc 
in town, 

IVeaztL They are eftedlual to both purpofes; 
and take it how you will, good Sir, I mud and 
will pronounce it a mod noble benefa<5lion. 

Penrud. In this particular ril not decline youf 
praife ; for doing this I've ftruggled hard againft an 
evil fpirit that had fei^'d dominion of my heart, 
arid triumphed over my benevolence — this con- 
queft I may glory in. 

JVeazeL There yet remains, of foHd and origi- 
nal eftate, poileffions to a great amount. 

PenrtuL Them I (hall hufband as untainted 
ftock : I do not cut into the heart of the tree, I 
only lop off the excre(ccnces and fungufes, that 
weaken'd and difgracM it. Now, Sir, if thefc 
points are clearly underftood by you, and no dif- 
ficulties occur that require explanation, we will 
feparat«, with your leave, to 6ur rcfpedlive oc- 
cupatidns. 

IVeazeL Your pardon for one moment — My pro* 
feffion is the law : it hjas been my lot to exe* 
cute many honourable and benevolent commiffionsi 
fome, I confefs, havie fallen into my bands, that 
have put my conicience to a little drain, though 
a man pf my fort mud not dart at trifles ; but 
the indru6lions you have now honoured me with 
exceed all I have ever handled, all I have heard 
of ; and when this charitable deed diall come to be 
rcgider'd in the Upper Court, Ihope my name as 
wituefs will go along with it ; and if the joy with 
which I fignM it be remembered in- my favor, I 
fancy few attomies will fiand a better chance than 
Timothy Weazel. [Exit Weazbl, 

£ Pen&ud- 



66 THB WHEEL OP FORTUNE. 



PfiNRUDDOCK. 

*Tls done ! the laft bad paflion in my breaft is 
now expeird, and it no longer rajikl^s with re- 
vpnge : in the retirement of ray cottage I (hall 
have fomethiog in (lore, on whioh my thoughts 
may feed with ple^fing retrofpedlipn ; courted by 
affluence, I refort to folitude by choice, not fly to 
it for refuge from misfortune a^d difguft. Now I 
can fay, as I contemplate Nature's bold and frown- 
ing face — '^ Knit not your brows at me ; Pve dpne 
" the world no wrong." — Or if I turn the moral 
page, confcious of having triumphed in my turn, I 
can reply to Plato, " Itoo am a philolbphen" 



»> 



Jenkins enters. /^ 









Jenkins. Mrs. Woodville defires leave to wait 
ijpon you. 

Penrud, Ami I 9, philofopher now? {AJidey^ 
Admit the lady — \ExU Jenkins.] Where is my 
bpalied courage ? Oh ! that this tafk was over ! 

^ * Mrs. Woodville enters. 

Mrs.W. If yoM.are not as totally reversed in 
nature as you are raisM in fortune, I (hall not re- 
pent of haying hazarded a ilep fo humbling to my 
fex, fo agonising to my feelings ; for ] am fure it 
w^s not ii) your hearty when I partook of it, to 
treat a guiltlefs woman with contempt, or wreak 
unmanly vengeance on your word of enemies, 
when fallen at your feet. Shall I proceed, or 
paufe ? Give me the fign ; I urge you not to an- 
fwer — Ah, Sir, you are greatly agitated. 

Penrud. I am indeed ; \et if J can refolve to 

turn 
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turn atide my eyes] from the ftill lovely ruin of 
your face, I may fincl powers to hfear you, . 

Mrs. JV. I am a wife — a mother — 

Fenrud. Oh ! too mVich, too much ! — {he weeps.') 

Mrs. W. ril wait i\ filence : I Will proceed no 
further. 

Penrud. Years upon Vears have pafs'd lince I 
have heard that voice, Jet in my dreams thofe 
tones have vifited me; Iihavc wak'd, and cried — 
*' Speak to me, Arabella, Oh ! fpeak again !" — 
'Twas fancy, 'twas illufiqn. 

Mrs. W. Let me retire; I cannot beap to hurt 
you. 

Penrud. Pray, do not leave me : Did you know 
what ftruggles I have furmounted, you wou'd fay I 
perform wonders.— I cou'd not write to you, jCidge 
what it IS to fee you. 

Mrs. ff^, I thought that thefe emotions had 
fublided, and that folitude and ftudy had made 
you a philofopher. 

Penrud. You fee what a philofopher t am. You 
never knew me rightly; I had a heart for friend- 
(hip and love ; I was betray'd by one, and riiin'd 
in the other. 

Mrs. W. You have been deeply injur'd, I muft 
own : I too have been to blame, but I was young 
and' credulous, and caught with glittering fnares. 

^Penrud. Aye, fnares they have been ; fiatal oneS^ 
alas ! 

Mrs. W. I have liv'd in diflipation, you in calm 
retirement : how peacefully your hours have pafs'd, 
how unquiclly mine ! One only folace cheer*d my 
fad heart— my Henry, myfon. 

Penrud. I've feen him ; I've conversM with him: 
be fpoke unguardedly, but difappointment fours 
the mind; be^ treated me ut)juflly-*-bot he re- 
fem}>Ie8 you, and I forgave him. 
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K l^rs. W. When ycm fay that, you fpeak of whaW 
' I was, not what I aii\ r 

Penrud. You are much chang'd, much faded i 
bpt I have your pidlure \re(h and fair as the firfl: 
bloom of youth. 

Mrs. IV. My picture ?\ how did you poflefs 
ourfelf of that ? \ 

Penrud. By a moft foul and infamous piece of 
navery ; a treacherous friend 4f frauded me of the . 
ubftance. and left me nothing Out the fhadow to/ 
ontemplate : but memory was faithful ; it hai 

beer*d fpp in jyiy fnlitndr. \ ^ 

' MrsTlV. If you are thus retentive of affcdlion, 
I muft fuppofe you are no Icfs fo of refentment ; 
why then (hou'd I repeat my forrows ? You know 
them. 

Penrud. I know them ; I have felt them y I have 
redrefs'd them. 

Mrs. W. Redrefs*d them ! What is it I hear ? 

Penrud. What I have done, I have done ; I 
cannot talk of benefits, nor will I hear acknowledge- 
ments. You wou'd have funk — Icou'd not cbufc 
but fave you. 

T Afrrr /S^^TTiibf oppFefs y^ fulfomc 

thanks th^t pall the generous car ; I will dongratu- 
late you gather on thofe ex'quifite fenfations, which 
niuft far outvalue any price you can have paid for 
thpm ; ril fay to you ip truth, that till this mo- 
ment I had almoft lofl/ remembrance of your per- 
fon ; doubt on my part, and refervc on ypurjs, - 
had wrapt a mift abOut you — now mercy beams, 
the cloud difperfesyand I heboid and acknowledge 
Penruddock once>again. 

Henry enters to them. / 

Henry. You muft forgive me. Tho* your fet'-^ 
yants wsre drawn up to oppofe my ^trance, I 

broke 






THE WHEEL OP FORTUNE. 69 

broke through all their files, forced on by gratitude 
that nothing cou'd withfland^ till I beheld my be« 
pefa^lor. 

Penrud. Not much of a benefaflor ; I have only 
reftor*d to you what my confcicnce cou*d not keep, 

Mrs. W. In the name of goodnefs^ what is it 
you have done? 

Penrud. Nothinor but wanted (lomach of a ban* 
quet where your fon was fervMup; — in plainer 
words, prefer'd my own cottage to his country 
houfe : Henry wanted a wife, a wife wanted a fet- 
tlement, and I flood in need of neither. — I hope 
you and Tempeft are agreed. 

Henry. A word from your lawyer filencM all 

obje6libn-Ftf I have not felt the viciflTtudes of for- 

Aune^'whb has? — from the depth of dellbairjj|fted 

j on^he jnftant to the fummit of felicity .^Oh ! uif^ 

i ^Ifr motUer, help me to fome words that may ex- 

prefs my gratitude. 

Penrud. No, no, (he is mute by compromife: 
when I am quietly retiring from the ftage of this 
vain world, call me not back to lofe the little grace 
that I have gain'd ; I wouM not be made a fpe£ia« 
cle in my decline and dotage. 

Mrs. W. Will you again fequcfter yourfclf, and 
renounce the fociety even of your moft grateful 
friends ? 

Penrud. Madam, I have yet perusM but half the 
hiftory of man ; the pages are alternate, dark and 
. bright ; I have read the former only : let Henry's 
virtue ftand the teft, and I have all the pleafurable 
ftudyJnlltQ_£Qm^— — — -— - 

^^'netiry. But how fliall I/abide the trial, if you 
nly furniOi the tem^tati^n,and withhold the pre- 
:eptthat fhouM teacW me to refill it ? What if 
^y virtue be hard pre(s^<I : whdre but to your cot- 
tpgc (hou'd I refort for atmor to defend it ? / 

I ^ rL...,?^, «^ fmviJi 



I 
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Fenrud. What can you wapt pf me ? Go to yofur 
mplihcr, drink at the fquntain's head ; look ba<:fc 
upon your father, maik* how the flream is fullied* 
Thu^arn)'dvOn each haqd, I npay fay to you, in the 
words of Cato — 

Your bflne and antidote are loth hrforeyou^ 

. • . - « f . -^ - • * ' ■ 

Tgu?nsT^and Emuy enter, fj /'-^ 

Tenip. I have broke through aH forms, worthy 
Sir, in bringing you a fancy girl, who will fancy 
flie is privileg'd to pay her court to every generous 
character, that does hpnor to humanity, and is 
bountiful to her friends. 

iPenrud. I confcfs to you, Mr, Temped, I was 
ambitious to behold your fair daughter, but did 
not prefume to expedl the vifit fhou'd fpring with 
her. — I hope, Madam, there \s fpmething here 
prelent more amufing to your eye- fight than a 
crabbed old clown, who happens to have a little 
more kindnefs at his heart than be carries in bis 
countenance. 

Emily. True gcnerofity is abovp grimace ; It is 
not always that the eye which pities, is accom*^ 
panied by the hand that beftows : fome there are, 
who can fmile wit,hQut friendfhip, an^d weep with- 
put charity. 

Penrud. Certainly the world is a great polifher ; 
it makes fmooth faces and flippery friendfhips. — 
Are you, may I alk, very fond of this fine town ? 

Emily. My father lives in it ; I fhould be loth ta 
fay I had a preference for any other. 

Penrud. I fuppofe, Mr. Tempcft, you are one of 
the vaineft men in England. 

Temp. One of* the happieft I an^, and of your 

making ; for Henry Woodyille ever h?^d my 

>\'armeft wifhe§. 

Penrud. 
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^enrud. tViiJ I h o p cyour Joveiy daughter meets] 
[bofe wifhes with all dutiM compliance ? 
Temp^ With the beft grace in life.; fhe does nol 
)je6l to take the ma^of her hearty tho* I wifli t( 

\ \r\ their hands, _ 

Mrs. W. NoWj'^'^my Henry, you are jvItKouf 
comparifon the happieft, or without pity, the moft 
miferable of mankind ; here if you fail in merit, 
you offend beyond the reach of mercy, 

Penrud. True, Madam : but the fons of Clor- 
nelia did not difgrace their mother. 

Tem^^ There again ! that's fomcthing out of a 
book, like Emily's Agamemnon, afid if it was trea- 
fon 1 could not find it out. — But come, Henry ! 
here, in the prefence of your benefadlor, I beftow 
upon you all I am worth — a virtuous daughter, the 
only joy aqd blefling of my life : money I have 
none, for I did not underftand the arts of govern- 
ment ; and when Emily is gone from me, I am 
without refources; fori cannot, like Mr. Penrud- 
dock, take fhelter with the fciences ; and as for the 
arts, damn me if I believe 1 have genius enough to 
afpire to the comppfition of a cabbage-net. 

Emily. Oh ! my dear father, let me conjure you 
to believe that thofe refources which my duty, my 
affedlion, have hitherto fupplied, (hall be doubled 
to you in future, when 1 have fo kind a partner in 
that pleafing talk. 

Henry. When you are npt welcome to me, I 
muft ceafe to be worthy of my Emily — If books 
do not ferve for a refource, £^nd ancient hiftory is 
too remote, we can find heroes in modern times ; 
and you Ihall fight over your battles as often as you 
pleafc. 

Temp. That is very pleafant, I confcfs, for there 
I can come on a little ; but then I grow warm with 
\\it fubjcd, and Emily fnubs me for fwearing ; 

which 
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which you know, Mr. Pcnruddock, every foldier \t 
privileg'd to do. 

Penrud. I did not know it was amongft their 
privileges ; but this I know, they cannot, in my 
optpion, have too many ; and heartily I wi(h they 

hud more and better than what you have nam*d. 

*^\ 

fy/'\A Sydenham eniers. 

Syden. I muft either have the impudence of the 
devr!, ©r a veneratior for your character, Mr. Pen- 
ruddock, which apologizes for impudence, when I 
venture to appear in your prefence after what I 
fooliflily faid to you in our la^c converfation. 

Penrud. Mr. Sydenham, I cannot allow you to 
call that language f(H)Ii(h, which fprings from a 
heart that runs over with benevolence : as well you 
may blafpheme the bounty of the Nile, becaufe it 
breaks loofe from it*s channel, and overflows it's 
banks. * 

Syden. Thank you, my deir Sir, thank you 
heartily ; I have been as four as crab-juice with 
the malice of mankind, now I am all oil and \iO^ 
ney, and (hall flip through the reft of my days in 
harmony and good-humor. — Ah ! Henry — ^Tcm- 
peft — Emily — Mrs. Woodville — all fmiling ! — 
Why I am like the m^n in the Almanack, turn 
which way I will, a happy conftellation looks mc 
10 the face. 

Penrud. Now you have join'd us, our circle is 
com pleat. 

Sydm. Ah I no, no, no ; whilfl contrition aflcs 
admittance to atone for injuries, humanity can 
never ftiut it's door, and fay. My circle is com- 
pleat — Woodville is in your houfe. 

\AJide io Penruddock. 

Penrud, Hah ! Woodville I have you brought 
him hither? / 6 

Sydem 
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SyJetiy No ; we calTd at Tempcfl's, beard of your 
generous a6ls, and his poor wounded heart now 
melts wilh graiitude : Even my flint was foftcnM. 

Ptnrud. VV^cIl then, it fliall be fo-^kcep this 
company together in my abfence — fuch meetings 
Ihould be private. , \ExU. 

Mrj. W. Oh 1 Sydenham, generous friend ! 1 
heard the name of Woodville, and I know your 
interceflion points at him. Heaven profper it! 
But can it be ? I doubt, I doubt this injury is too 
deep. 

Sytlen. Doubt nothing. lam confident of fuc« 
ccis — when the ice thaws, the river flows; fo is 
it with the human charities, when melted by bene* 
volence. 

Henry. Oh ! what a foul is thine ? wbofe ardor 
even impoflibilitics can't check. 

Emily. The attempt is bold ; but mark if this 
is not among the impoflibilitics that ibmetimes 
come to pafs. 

Henry. Look, look ! your angry lover — 

Sir David Daw enters^ andjlops for a while. ^ " /> 

Emily. Alas ! has this poor gentleman no friend 
to fave him from expofmg himfelf ? 

Syden. The Governor begins to briflle — walk 
aflde, take no notice, and I'll accofl him. — Now, 
my brave knight ! 

Why glows that angry fpot upon your cheek? 

What do thofe boots portend ; and whither 
bound ? 

Sir D. Di" Mr. Sydenham, I am juft now in no 
humor for jefling ; neither does iny buflnefs lie 
with you. 

Tamp. With me then— What wou'd my noble 
baropct be pleas'd to fay ? 

Sir D. Pf, Vm not pleas'd at all, Governor Tcm- 

pcft. 



**- -^ 



A 



74 THE WHBEL OF FORTUNE. 

peft, and therefore it matters little what I fay : I 
caird at your door, and was diredled to you hither, 
fo I made free to ftep in ; and now, to fay truth, I 
don't care how foon I flep out, for my chaife is in 
waiting, and I am equipt^ as you fee, for my pe- 
remptory departure. 

Timf. Let ua part friends however ; if you can 
charge mc fairly, do fo ! 1*11 not flinch. 

Sir D. D. No, but youMI fly out, and that's 
worfe. 

Temp, Not I : carry no grievances with you into 
Wales ;' ril be calm as water, fay what you will. 

Sir jD. D. Oh ! then I cart fay enough — Did you 
not confcnt to my propofing for your daughter ? 

Tenip. Why I did confent, I don't deny it ; and 
jf Emily had not objected to your propofals, I fl:ould 
n6t have quarrel'd with your property ; but I'm 
not fuch a £luc-beard to d/eliver my daughter 
bound hands and feet into your caflle. If you had 
not the gift of recommending yourfelf, am 1 to 
blame for that ? 

Sir D. D. Am I ? Mifs Emily can witnefs I took 
due pains. 

Emily. Oh ! yes ; and let not my obftinacy dif- 
courage you, for be aflur'd that half thofe pains, 
beftowM upon a heart lefs conflant to it*s firft at- 
tachment, and more regardful of it*s worldly inte- 
refls, will command fuccefs, whenever you think 
fit to repeat the experiment. 

Temp. There — ^there—what more is to be faid ? 
— jou fee how the cafe flands : I had no abfoluto 
controul over my daughter's afFe<ftions, and fome- 
body elfe had. 

Sir D. D. Well, Sir, I underfland you now ; and 
if you are only governor abroad, and not at home, 
1 am your very humble fervant. \_Exip^ 

Temp. Well—- your humble, fervanty if you come 

ta 
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to that ; and a good journey to you — aye, and a 
good. riddance to boot. Isn't it fo, my Emily? 
What, does that David think 

" I wear my heart upon my fleeve, 

•* For Daws to peck at ?" 

^ Pbnrvddock followed ^y Woodville. 

Penrtid. Mrs, Woodville, your huftand and I 
have concurr'd in opinion that the only way of ad- 
jufting fuch differences as fubfifted between us, is 
by configning them at once to oblivion, truiling 
that you and Henry alfo will do the fame by thofb 
errors, which now are fortunately healM, and can 
never be repeated. 

Wood. Humbled as I am in confcience, and 
overwhelmed by generolity, I am ill able to find 
words for what, in circumftances like mine, I ought 
to (ay to each here prefent in particular, arid all in 
general. Wherever I dire6l my eyes, they are fa- 
luted with a countenance, which, tho* entitled to 
reproach me, feems to hold forth promifes of par- 
don : but perhaps, even from guilt like mine^ fomc 
•good may be extradled ; and my fon, when he (hall 
be bleft with a wife, lovely and virtuous as his mo- 
ther, will recoUedl the follies of his father, and 
avoid his fate. 

Penrud. Here we conclude. — We all have caufc 
of thankfulnefs, but I the moft; for I've efcap*d 
the perils of profpcrity : the fuddeh onfet ftagger'd 
me ; but temperate rccolle6lion, and the warning 
calls of fome here prefent, taught me to know, 
that the true ufe of riches is to Ihare them with the 
worthy ; and the fole remedy for injuries, to for- 
give them. 

END OF THE COMEDY. 



EPILOGUE. 

Spoken by Miss FARREN. 
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THERE arc— what shall I caH them ? — two great Powers, 
Who turn and overturn this world of ours, 
fortune and Folly. — ^Tho* not quite the same 
In property, they play each other's game j 
Fortune makes poor men rich, then turns them o'er 
To Folly, who soon strips them of their store. 
— — Oh ! 'twas a mighty neat and lucky hit. 
When Pat O'Leary snapt a wealthy cit \ 
For why ? — his wants were big, his means were small, 
His wisdom less, and so he spent his all : 
When Fortune turn'd about, and jilted Pat, 
Was Fool or Fortune in the fault of that ? 

Sir Martin Madcap held the lucky dice. 
He threw, and won five thousand in a trice. 
Keep it ! cried Caution — No, he tlu'ew again, 
Kick'd down the five, and cut with minus ten. 

Giles J^jmble and his dame, a loving pair, 
No brains had either, and of course no care \ 
Till (woe the day !) when fortune in her spite. 
Made Giles High Sheriff, and they dubb'd him Knight. 
Up they both go ; my Lady leads the dance. 
Sir Giles cuts capers on the wheel of Chance \ 
Heads down, heels over, whirl'd and whisk'd about, 
No wonder if their shallow wits ran out ; 
Gigg'd by their neighbours, gull'd of all their cash, 
Down comes Sir Giles and Co. with thund'ring crash. 

Who says that Fortune's blind ? she has quicker sight 
Than most of those on whom lier favours light ; 
For why does she enrich the weak and vain. 
But that her ventures may come home again ? 
Passed thro' like quicksilver, they lose no weight 
Nor value in their loco-motive state ; 

No 
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No stojs no Stay ; SO, fast her <dieBt$ follow. 
Ere one mouth shutSs another gapes to swallow; 
Whilst ltli;e a conjurer's ball — presto ! be gone 1 
The pill that served Sir Giles, now senres Sir John. 

^ Sir Eustace had a faur and lovely wife, 
^ Form'd to adorn and Uess the nuptial Ufe, i 
^' Fortune's best gift in her best giving mood, 
** Sir Eustace made that bad which FfeaV*n made good, 
^ Basdy allur'd her into Folly's course, 
** Then curs'd his fate and sued out a divorce* 
^ Unjust, at Fortune's cruekj to rail, 
^ When we make all the miseries we bewaiL** 

Ah! generous patrons, on whose breath depends 
The fortune of the Muse, and us, her friends. 
If, in your grace, this night you skaH bestow 
One sprig of laurel for your Poet's brow. 
Impart to me your flattering commands, 
Axul sign them with the plaudit of your hands. 



FINIS. 
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